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ItOONtiHINB Aim ZjAVOWTSA 

A BALL waa in prognas at the "Roytl AttiUerf Mom, 
Dampness. The sappar danoea had long ago 
been finished, the seoood extra at the end of the evening 
was drawing to an end. In the big, austere dining 
hall, hong with tiophiee <4 past RA. sportsmen and 
the swordfl and weapoiu of oentanee ago, decorated to* 
night with a piofiuion of flags and floweia, a few 
cemaining couples revolved and swayed and olong 
tf^ether to the stituna of " Sabme" — always a favotuite 
waltz with the band after supper and several diaoghta 
of beei had caused the notes of the music to be somewhat 
blurred to their ears. On the raised dais at the end of the 
room one or two jaded yet still patient mother chapeiones 
aat and nodded. All attempts at conversation between 
them had long since ceased, they were now meidy 
trying to keep awake until such time as dear Mt^y oi 
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Bose or Joan should be leady to oome home, bat as th« 
CommsDdaiit had definitelj' annoiinoed, with t^e fall 
pieiogative of his position and absolutely nnmoved by 
the peisaauons of his yonngest daughter, that there was 
to be only one more extra after this and then " God save 
the King," their trial of patience was nearly over. 

Oateide, in contrast to the blaze of light and heat and 
oolonr in the ballroom, that strange oalm, which holda 
the world for just <me short hoot before the breaking of 
another day, reigned. It is the twilight of the dawn. 
A very faint, far-away moon hong listleeB in a s^ of the 
deepest, softest poiple, the stars had one by one faded 
from her side, her own light would be extinguished in 
anotheE half-hour by those fingen of dawn which lay 
adoas the Eastern horizon, pale streaks of indefinite 
colonr now, but only waiting their turn to blossom into 
blinding rays of gold. An hour for loven, the wistful 
moon, the faint stirred breeze full of the scents of far- 
ofi trees and flowers ; the soft breaking of great murmuz- 
ing waves on the level sands, their mighty strength and 
power cloaked with the gentleness of love, symbolical 
almost of that strange force which rules and sways 
mankind, the force which for want of a better name 
they call Passion. 

All these influences, unknown to herself, were having 
their eSect on Cynthia Weston. She was intensely 
excited, vividly alive with the joy and rare wonder of 
youth. She had had, as she would have expressed i^ 
a lovely time ; she had looked pretty, the men's ^es 
had told her that, danced to bewildering, intoxicating 
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tunce all eTemng, and now — ^this was to be the down ot 
achievement on hei eTening'a succeea — Hany Thornton 
was going to propose. Cynthia was saie of it, he had 
behaved np to now Uke all the heioefl in fiction she had 
evei lead of ; now he waa going to propose and her whole 
body thrilled with the knowledge. Let critics laugh 
if tfa^ will, it is wonderful to be seveateeo and on the 
verge of hearing one's fiiat proposal 

Certainly none of this radiant happiness appeared to 
have communioated itself to Harry Thornton. He sat 
beside her on tite seat specially selected by himself — and 
to which he had imfJored her to come, because " The 
moon on the sea is so ripinng, iUsa Weeton," — stiff, and, 
to judge by his face, rather morose. He was very yomig 
too, and a far greater power than that which had set 
Cynthia agog with excitement held his heart. Harry 
was in love ; it is not always as ftmnning to be in love as 
to be loved, yonth feels the sorrow of love quite as 
bittfldy though perhaps not so lastingly as manhood- 
Cynthia, glancing sideways at his rather ezpression- 
lees face, sighed a little impatiently and settling her 
skiitB with a dedded frou-frou of silk against ailk, 
leant forward, tilting her chin on her hands. 

"Well," she said — she could not quite keep the 
thrill of joyful anticipation out of her voice — "I've 
oome, Dumpy, and there is very little moon to be seen 
anywhere, also the sea has gone to sleep. Is that eH ? 
shall we go back 1 " 

" No, please wait," begged the boy. His voice was 
out of control, it sonnded an absurd cieak, even to 
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himself, aad it made Cynthu torn to him with ■ litik 
triU of lai^htAT. 

" Ton are catching oold, Dompj," ihe aaid ; " we had 
better go back." 

How beantifiil she was I how mon than beautiful 1 
Ver face shadowed in the faint lights the breeie waldng 
her hair to soft cods, her yonng nd month, her «yea 
that he knew were grey bot that seemed now to be deep 
shimmeiy black, how beautiful I The soft rise and faD 
of her breath, the slim lines of her body as she leant 
towards him, the tilt«d chin, the delicate white arms 
and hands, how beantifnl I VHtii a quick intab of 
breath he drew his eyes away and the cigarette he had 
been getting ready to Ught broke in his fingers. 

Cynthia watched him — must it be said with oorioBity ? 
Toath was awake in her, yonth and the tiirill td the 
sensee ronsed by exoitemeDt, by the musio of the danoei^ 
by the inflnenoes of moon, ni^t and sea. Moch as a 
cat plays with a monse, but not knowin^y as oniel, 
Cynthia was intent on playing with her first victim. 

" What is up ? " she aaked, infnsing a snrprinng 
amount of innocence into her voice. " Is it a bad 
dgarette ! You seem to be being a little unkind to it, 
w have you lost your matches 1 " 

" Don't 1" Harry Thornton turned to her desperately, 
bve gives coie understanding in flasbea ; just for a second 
he knew the uselessnees of hia quest and then fo^ot it . 
in his passionate need of her. " For God's sake don't 
chaff me. Can't you see what I want to say, what I 
feel t I — J " the colooz left his face, it seemed as if 
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hia thnwt ^tm okwng tm tli« wotds, tlwy were to 
difficult to say. " Wiii yoa maxiy me, dear t I love 
joa," he ended aomewhat lamely, and sat Btanng at 
her. 

Cyntbia waa disappcunted. This was not how the 
heroes of lomanoe made bve. When was the 
passionate being clutched to his heart, the awe-inspixiiig 
kisBes she had reed of? A chill seemed to have CaDen 
<m the ezdtement; it invaded her bappineas, making 
her foe one second feel like tears, and his eyea filled her 
with discomfort. She moved a little from him, and in 
quick defence against her own feelings nimmoned np a 
laogh. 

" What a fanny way to say it I " abe said. 

Her langh, the lightness of her tone, acted like a dash 
U cold water on title boy's feelings. He stifiened and 
looked away from her ont over the e^tanae cj 
shimmenng sea. 

"Does it matter how it ia said t " be aaked 
boaisely. " My heart seems so foil I oannot find any 
words to tell you of it in. But I love yoa, Cynthia ; if 
you loved me," — he turned to her again, and again his 
eyee made her nncomfratable and she stirred reetlessly 
— " it would change the whole wodd. There is nothing I 

couldn't do, if yon loved me. As it ia " he paused for 

aseomd, hope was^snddenly dead in his heart and he was 
very j'xnmg, very anxious not to make too utter a fool 
of himaelt. " Perhaps I ought not to have spoken," he 
went OS slowly, and with rather shaky fingen attempted 
the Kghting of another cigarette, "but I am going 
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amy you know, got my ordea fot ChinA this morning. 
I couldn't leave yoa without asking you for some smaQ 
hope. We oould get matried in thiee yean, Cynthia ; 
it is a long time, but ve aie both young and I would 
work foT you like a nigger, if only you loved me." He 
broke o^ and threw away the seoond nnlighted cigarette, 
taming to catch hei hands. 

" That is an absurd idea," objected Cynthia calmly. 
She let her hands rest in his nnmoTed. " How can either 
of US possibly know, Bumpy, what we shall want to do 
in three years ? If this is what you call making lov^ 
it isn't a bit amusing, and the band has just started on 
* ]Stchy-Eoo '; let us go back and dance it." 

She rose as she spoke, and, still holding hei hands, 
Hany stood up too. For one desperate second he was 
tempted to pull her into his arms, to kiss the soft red 
of her mou^, aa his whole being was throbbing and 
longing to kiss her. The thought passed as quickly as it 
came ; he dropped her hands and turned towards the 
music. 

" Tee," he said, " let's go back. I am sorry to have 
made sodi an absolute fool of myBell" 

QuidE contrition swayed Cynthia, his tone was so 
absolutely miserable. She put a soft Land on his arm. 

" I have hurt you somehow. Bumpy," she said. " I 
am sorry ; I didn't mean to." She drew a little nearer 
and lifted her face to his. " You may Idss me, if you 
want to," she whispered. 

Harry Thornton looked down at her ; she did not 
know of the stn^le raging in his breast or of how 
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taght his hands wen olecched ; she otAj saw that his 
eyes were rather steiOt his mouth set haid. 

" No," he answered, and he literally nhook ofi her 
hand, " I don't want to kiss yon, and for Qod's sake 
don't touch me, Cynthia." 

Then he turned very bmsquely and strode towards 
the Mess, Cynthia rather humbly bnnging up the rear. 

At the door of the biUlioom he turned to her, and 
Cynthia, stealing a glance at his face, thought it looked 
white and angry. 

" You will be all right here," he said. "If you will 
excuse me, I won't come any further. Miss Weaton." 

" Aren't you going to danoe this with me t " asked 
Cynthia. The joy of the evening had fallen very flat ; 
once more she felt periloosly near teats, 

" I would rather not," answered Thomtcm, " if you 
will let me aS," 

" Ihunpy I " b^^ed Cynthia ; she half held out her 
hand to him, but Thornton had turned and gone. 

Cynthia stood ondecided ; she knew she had only 
to step inside the room to be riotously claimed by some 
partner oi other but for the fint time in her life the 
music was not tempting her to danoe ; she wanted to 
go home, to put her head down on something soft, 
preferably a pillow, and to cry. It had been a hateful 
evening, she wanted to go home. 

" Hullo I " a cheery voice hailed bet fiom the passage, 
" There you are, yonng lady ; your devoted sister aud 
myself have jnst finished the fifth supper of the evening 
waiting for yon. Beady to oome home 1 " 
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Hta Biter : that btoogfat a my of oomfoxt to CtqUuk's 
heart ; she oonid tell her stBter all about it and be mm 
of sympathy. 

"Y«," ahe annmed her bioUi«t4n-law, "I was 
looking for you and Uattie." 

" Looking foe iu I timt is a likely yun," Majoi Ked- 
wood laughed amiably. " Yon have an eye, young lady, ' 
tiiat Btemly deolinea to we anything in tiie way td 
chapeionea until after the band hag played * God save 
the King.' Come along and have some soup." 

" I don't want any Bonp." Cynthia's voice Boooded 
a litUe peevish, Buoh ezoeesive good-humour in the faoe 
of her trag^ feelings was annoying. " I am tared and 
I want to go home." 

" Thank the Lord for that," remarked her brother- 
in-law. "Cut along then to the dreBsing^ioom. Ill 
shake Mattie awake and send her after yon , we shaU be 
going to bed by daylight as it is." 

Li that he wag ooireot, dawn had taken pouefleion 
of the outside world. The trees were awake with birdsi 
the flowers in the gardens were «TiftTring oS the night 
dew and lifting their beads to catch the first kiss of 
the son. The Redwoods and Cynthia walked home 
across the cricket field ; in Dampnees the married 
officers' quarters lieinaide cantonments, a rowofsnugred 
houses, esoh with thdr stretch of garden on the edge of 
the cricket field. The mees lies a little beyond them 
again, facing the sea, with tennis and croquet lawns 
b«diween it and the cricket field, while away oil the 
farther side of t^iat expanse of gteen rtrettdtes the golf 
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ooQzse, the rifl* langcB, the sea wall, and then moie sand 
and sea. There ia only one oab in DampneciB, and by 
oonuuon oonsentitsiiseiB left to^e few manied offioen 
who aie not granted qnarters inaide the cantonments and 
who have thereloie to live ontside in the Tillage itself. 
Hie leal lesidents of the place take a pride in walking 
to and fcoin their entertainments — " everything ia so 
haady," is s special boast of theiis. 

" Where is yoong Thornton ? " asked Major Redwood, 
■a the three of them strolled across the oricket field 
towards theit hoose. " IGss his sweet face I " 

Hattie took a swift glanoe across her husband at 
Cynthia ; she knew — when did she ever fail to know T — 
that something had raffled her aister's aerenity and 
gnesaed the reason. Bat the tears and depression were 
lifting from Cynthia's heart ; she was a creature of 
Bwift impulses, the strongest of which waa laughter. 
She ignored Mattie's anxious gUnoe therefore, and, 
tnming to her brother-in-law, caught at his arm. 

" James," she said, " I have had a proposal — think, 
my very first — a proposal, isn't it fun I " She dropped 
his arm and holding oat her skirts in mock dignity 
ciided before thenu "I am a woman now," she 
aonouBoed, heaven knows where she had found the 
quotation, " just wakened by a man's love." 
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CTNTHIA WESTON had Eved with the Redwooda 
ever since bet peofde, fiist bar father and then her 
mother, had died. For that matter ahe had very few 
memories of ever having lived with any one ebe, and 
Mattie had figured in her mind as mother, hmg befrae 
the delicate real owner of that name had departed thia 
life. CTnthia's tecoUectionB of bet people and her 
babyhood weie vague as the memoriea of a happy 
obildbood nearly always are, but amongst them all 
Mattie as elder sister and noise, Mattie as a very patient 
goveroees, Uattie as elder sister and companion, leigned 
snpreme. She conld lemembei no real timee of 
nnhappiness, Cynthia, the path of life bad been made 
voy smooth to bet yonng feet, she had been enclosed 
and snrroonded by love which shielded her and goaided 
her from all knowledge or thought of the evil in life. 
She might have bad a Icmely childhood, for she was the 
last baby to arrive to the Westons and she came after 
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an interval of nine yean. The nmseries bad to be 
reopened foi little Cynthia, and by the time she 
leacshed aeven her brother had gioim op and gone ont 
into the world and Mattie vaa a yonng lady. But 
Cynthia had not been lonely, at least abe had never 
lealind it ; the household had moved and had its being 
round her, that she did not realize either ; she only knew 
she was inteoaely happy and that life was vividly good. 

Then had come the tragedy of death : with quiet and 
lelentleea feet he crept into the house, ailenoisg the 
laughter, killing the joy. Cynthia had just reached her 
eighth year when her father died ', she carried through 
life a ODnfuaed memory of that week and the year that 
followed, partly because sonow was hateful to bei and 
her training had gone far to make her somewhat aelfish. 
She resented iUneas and pain, they invaded life and 
threatened happiness, the one thing she ocouddered 
essential to it, therefore she shut her mind to tiiOBe 
recollections. But not ahogether oould she blot out 
the memory of that day when Mattie had oome to fetch 
her in from her riotona play, Mattie with a face whitened 
and stidened with pain but with tearlcas eyes. 

" Mother wants you to come to her," she had said, and 
for one second it struck Cynthia that Mattie was angry 
^with her because she had been laughing at the kitten, 
■" you are to oome with me." 

So she had gone, bat at the door of hei father's loom 
'such unexplainable terrifying feai struck her that she 
bad held back, dragging at Mattie's hand. 

*' I don't want to go in," she had whispered. " I am 
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afraid of people who are ill." And Mattie had tamed on 
her a face she oonld Bcaroe leoognize, bo stem had it 
become. 

" He isn't ill any more," ahe had said, " and yon and 
I have got to try and think of mother now," 

Then she had opened the door and Cynthia had 
caoght one glimpse of the long white sil^t figure on 
the bed, the cahn, dosed face, hex mother's kneeling 
figure, and with a shriek of absolute terror that ended 
in a tornado of sobs she had broken from her sister's 
hand and fied from the house. 

It was the first, almost the only, quarrel she ever had 
with Mattie. Not that Mattie ever opened the subject 
between them, only daring that period of moaroing 
and for a little while afterwards, Cynthia knew herself 
disapproved of. She crept back to favour slowly ; 
Mattie's grief was so deep, so nnfoi^ettable, and 
Cynthia's laugh, which came back almost before the 
tears were dried, jarred on the elder girl, she oonld not 
understand it. 

Then came Mattie's marriage and the shadow lifted 
for a little from the Weston's house, only to descend 
with dealer intensity when a fortnight later, break- 
ing short Uattie's honeymoon, Mrs. Weston too 
died. 

Mattie had time to get home b^ie the end, had time 
to hold the frail white hands in heia and listen to the 
whispered messages. 

" I have tried to hold on for Cynthia's sake," Mrs. 
Weston told her, " but I leave her with you, Mattie, she 
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is TOUT baby almost u much aa mme. Do you remember 
how yoQ mothered her from the first 1 " 

"I remember, mother," Mattie answered. 

" ToqII keep her with you tiU she marries, Mattie ; 
find her a good man — ^it is wb&t I hoped to wait for, bat 
somehow there is do fight hit in me. I am glad to go, 
Hattie, and I leave hex in good hands, dear ; be patient 
with her, we have spoilt her, yon and I, my little 
Cynthia." 

So die mother influence faded out of Cynthia's life 
but not the love ; that stayed witii Mattde. Not even 
to her own children who cuue in doe coarse did she hand 
oat such a wealth of understanding love aa she did to 
Cynthia, and Cynthia took op her abode with the 
Bedwoods, moving from station to station in the soldier 
hffl, till finally Major Bedwood stepped into a f oar years* 
billet and the family came to settle at Dampness. By 
that time there were three little Redwoods and Cynthia 
was seventeen, a yom^ lady on the verge of coming oat. 

Many weie the heait-bomings that Mattie Bedwood 
had with herself daring that period; had she fitted 
Cynthia sofSoiflntly for life, oi^ht she to tell her more 
of its forces and pitfalls, or was innocence to be left at 
complete ignorance as it had been in her own case 1 She 
ooold not jodge, she was so anziooB to do only what 
would make for Cynthia's happiness. For herself she 
had been told nothing, had gone into marriage with 
bandaged eyes, not even because she loved but because 
her mother seemed to wish it, and she was happy, 
more haippy now than she coald say- Bat the tm^ of 
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life had not been pleasant learning, it had shattered hei 
dreams, darkened foi a little her outlook apon the 
world. Only to herself — Mattie, so rich in undeistandmg 
towaida others, kept most things to herself— did she 
admit how it had bori; her to find the dreams she 
had been brought ap on shattered to fragments at the 
first hint of truth. More than anything else in the 
worid she wanted to keep such an experience from 
Cynthia. Yet bow to do it ; how pat into words 
what she had to say t Once before she had attempted 
some BQch explanation; she could hardly look back 
on the efEort as a soooeos. 

It had been just before the arrival of the last little Bed> 
wood, Cynthia was growing up, something must be ex- 
plained to her. Under the young gizl'a curious, inquisitive 
eyee Mattie struggled with the truth, blushing from the 
roots of hei hair to her toes, and it had not assisted her 
much to Bee disconcerted, ill-conoealed horror growing 
in the eyes that watched her. 

" It is like a fiower, dear," she ended bravely, " that 
grows under ground for so long before it blossoms out. 
When you understand about it properly, as I cannot 
hope to explain it to you, you will see how wonderful 
and beautiful it is, the little life that blossoms and 
grows within our own." 

" Beautiful I " Cynthia's whole faoe was ablaze, 
" beautiful ! Oh, Mattie, how can you I I think it is 
disgusting, and — " there was a break in the words, a 
quick rush of tears, "and it's like the cat." 

With which disconcerting remark she flew from the 



nGoo^L' 



BUnd Ey«8 31 

iDom, bangmg the door behind her, Toidng her fedingB 
later on in a rigid disapproTal of the new arnvaL 

That had been rather a bitter time for Mattie 
Redwood, beoause it seemed to posh Cjnthia out of her 
racsircling arms and the girl waa growing away from hei. 
They were still good companionB, bat between thcon had 
grown up an indefinite shadow of silence and constraint, 
which Cynthia light-heartedly ignored, bnt of which 
Mattie was always hurtfuUy oonscions. It was tJiis 
shadow that made her hesitate now : why should it be 
her own hand that built up walls and dlSerencea 
between them T She waa afraid in fact of what Cynthia's 
attitude would be towards knowledge, perhaps because 
her own hurt dreams stayed in the background of hex 
mind and interfered with her having a perfectly just 
and unbiassed view herself. 

The question of Thornton's proposal, however, 
reopened the old doubt, and when Major Redwood 
came to bed oa the evening of the ball, after a final 
dgar, it was to find Mattie — quite against her usual 
custom — ^wide awake, 

" Hullo, Mattie," he remonstrated, " have you 
realized there are only about two hours' sleep ahead 
of you 1 or are you going to dispense with Blumber 
altogether t " 

" I am worried about Cynthia," Mattie explained. 

" Oh, that," her husbuid retorted good-naturedly. 
He stretched one teg after the other and rolled into bed. 
" I'll have the young cub up to-morrow and aak him 
what the devU he means. Don't know what young 
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men an ooming to nowadays — pioponng, mind 7011, 
when he can't possibly many foi ten jrears. 1*11 learn 

" I am not exactly worried about that," Mattie put 
in, " though I am Bony tor the boy ; you are to leave him 
alone, Jimmie. It's Cynthia." 

" You don't think her young affections are touched, do 
you t " asked Major Bedwood, " didn't appear so to me ; 
but I very rarely understand that sister of yours." 

" Oh no, not that dtber," Mattie answered. " I 
am wondering whether perhaps, since she is old enough 
to be proposed to, I onght not to try and tell her 
something about what life meana. She knows nothing, 
you know, Jimmie, and " 

" Don't you believe it," Major Redwood chuckledi 
and punching the pillow to a satisfactory angle rolled 
over, turniDg his back on the discusBion, " modem 
young ladies know more about everything than you ever 
dreamt of, and it she doesn't, old girl, time enough 
to tell her when she looks like getting married. Now, 
for heaven's sake, stop worrying about that wretched 
sister of yours and go to sleep." 

He followed that advice himself very speedily, but 
Mattie lay tor some time watching dawn broaden into 
daylight outside and listening to the noise of the birds. 

And despite her husband's advice, her mind was not at 
all made up which course to take when she and Cynthia 
found themselves alone in the drawing-room after 
dinner the next night. Cynthia, dressed in one of her 
old schoolroom dresses, since this was to be a quiet and 



N'Googlf 



Blind Eyes SS 

eaily to bad ertDiuft looked n^oolonsly yoong. It 
Boemed like a child playing at grown-iipiiees, the Boft 
Snfiy hair tied with a blue nbbon, tile flushed cheeks, 
the short frock down to haidly below hei knees. 
She dropped into a favonrite positiiHi of hen, iriiea 
oofiee and Major Bedwood hod left the room 
bother, on the floor at Uattie'a feet, haaohed np, her 
hands clasping her knees. Mattie was of ooiine knitting : 
then was never a single minate of tiie day when Uattie 
was not working at something oi other. 

" Tired after last night 1 " she asked, pntting her woric 
down for a second and glancing at her sister. 

Cynthia poised the tip of her chin on her knees and 
blinked up at her. " Not more than just nioely," she 
said, " only feeling flat. Last night was splendid, you 
know, and to-day — ^well, I dcm't suppose any one will 
propose to me again for some time to come." 

Mattie reeomed her knitting. "Did you see Mz. 
Thomton to-day t " she asked. 

" In the distance," Cynthia admitted, " didn't you t 
He looked, well, sulky, and was awfi^y careful not to 
aee me." She laughed a little. 

" Dear," Mattie's work paused again, " you an being 
a little unkind, aren't you t He looked wretchedly 
unhappy and he is only a boy and very much in love. 
You don't know what that means, do you t " 

" No," acknowledged Cynthia ; " did you, before you 
married Jimmie ? I gather that it means," she went on 
loleDmly, but there was a mischieTons glint at the back 
td the grey eyee, " that one is filled with an insaoe 
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longmg to hold some paitdoolar peXBon's hand and kin 
her, and, that aa kifising outside the boads of matrimoaj 
is immoial, it is expedient to propose to the person yon 
wish to kiss. At least that is what men foel ; women, I 
suppose, like being kissed oi they wouldn't many. By 
the way," she pansed a second and her eyes seemed to be 
pondering something, " I asked Dumpy to kiss me last 
night, and he wooldn't. How am I to know whether I 
like it or not before I try." 

"Cynthia I" Mattie laid down her knitting altogether, 
" yon talk so lightly about it, dear. Oh, I know you are 
trying to shock me, and I put just exactly that value 
on your words, only love is a very great, very powerful 
force in the world ; don't put yourself to play against 
it little sister — in the end it may hurt you. And as for 
martiage, whichever way yon look at it Cynthia, a man 
is paying a woman the highest honour he knows of when 
he asks her to be his wi^ Did you think of that last 
night ? " 

Cynthia tilted back her head and broke into song, the 
sweetest, lightest trill of a voice. 

" We were not bom with true tove to trifle," she 
chanted. 

" I don't see that it is doing me such an honour to want 
to kiss me, Mattie," she remonstrated, the song finiHT^ai^, 

" Marriage," began Mattie solemnly, but Cynthia 
sprang to her feet, shaking her skirts, clapping her 
hands. 

"Not a lecture, Mattie," she begged, "I couldn't 
bear it to-ni^t. I have an inward conviction you are 
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going to' mention babieci, something I read in the 
Marriage Service last Simday daring the sermon leads 
me to that belief, and you know my sentiments there ; 
if marriage means babies as well as being kissed I 
would rather be immoral — reaUy and truly I couldn't 
stand babies." 

In the face of that, with the old antagonistic shadow 
awake between them, what oould Mattie do. Only one 
thing she was certain of; Cynthia, unlike the modem 
girl of her husband's remarks, did not know every- 
thing ; the telling of it had been put ofi for a little, that 
was all. 
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" IL-Y-A T0OJ0DB8 UN QUI BAIBE " 

CLENNEL RICHABDSON tUted back his chair 
and frowned at the ceiling. Hia handsome 
intolerant face wore a scowl ; the bine eyes, light bat 
with very long heavy lashes, were discontented, the 
mouth set angrily under the stiS small moustache. 
Bis hands were thrust deep in his pocketa, his feet, slender 
and well formed, were stretched out, beautifully clad 
in the most radiant of socks. He was nice to look at, 
stamped with that onmistakable if undefinable air of 
breeding and generations of aristocrats. Some people 
would have tried to define it by noting the very oleaa 
cat of head and chin, the close small ears that lay flat 
to hJB head, the sleek shine of hair. But it went deeper 
than that, it was ingrained in the easy carrii^ of his 
body, the set of his head, the calm insolence of his look. 
He was not nnivei&ally popular, Clennel Bichardson ; 
no one had ever been known to allude to him as a good 
sort and in some odd fashion this knowledge worried 



nGoo^L' 



Blind Eyes 17 

and iiritated liiin. He hod a pasaioa for popnlarily 
that was haidlj bdievable, and one that freqneatty, 
even in its most earnest eSoita, froBtiated its own end. 
Ee had a lepatation, with other men at least, tot being 
mmecessarily noisy and conceited, and the latest 
joined sabaltem had irreTeiently christened him 
" The Problem " because Richardson wasn't quite sura 
vhethei he had made Qod oi God had made him. 
Sometimes he could be amusing, for he was not in any 
sense Imilring in biaina, and his money, of which he had 
a not inconsiderable amount, he spent lavishly. As 
for women, some woishipped him, some — ^bat very few 
— Abated him, all admired him. He had what is known 
as a ' way with women,' had learnt to perfection those 
little services and attentions so dear to the female heart 
which the oidinaiy male lavishes only once in his life- 
time, and thrai for a short period, upon the woman 
whom he hopes to make his wife. Clennel bestowed 
them indiscriminately. He knew at once if a woman 
were tired, if she needed sympathy, if she lequired 
gaiety ; he fetched and carried for her with a courtly 
grace that robbed the action of all humiUty. He was 
always passionately devoted to some shade of hair or 
coloiued ^es. There waa only one essential he asked 
from wom^i and that was that they should be married ; 
girls were unnecessary evils and dangers in society. 

It was a married woman who sat opposite him now, 
in this little back room of a swagger hotel. Sat, crouched 
forward rather, her head with its wonderful wealth of 
copper-coloured hair buried in her hands, her whole 
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foim Bhakeu with sobs of despair or lage. She was 
dressed for tiaTeUing, in a coat and skiit of lathei Tivid 
brown, and her hat, gay and trimmed with the latest 
thing in stifE, npetaoding feathers, lay od the sofa beside 
her. She had apparently been sobbing for some time, 
for the pocbflt-handkeichief on her lap was soaked 
through, and the face wHoh she raised presently was 
floahed and stained with tears. 

" It antoimts to that, doesn't it 1 " she said, finiahing a 
conTeisation which had been in progress before the storm 
began ; " Yon axe tiied of me, you want me to go oat of 
your life as quietly and decently as I can, Oleunel," 
her voice broke agadn, she held out her hands rather 
pathetically. 

Bichardson brought the front of his chair down to 
earth again and glanced at her. She had not improved 
her appearance by the outbuist, the eyelids of the amber- 
hued eyes he had in poet days said bo many polite things 
about were pink and swollen, a face set under copper- 
coloured hail should never flush, and into the bargain 
he hated the womui who makes a scene. Perhaps she 
realized something of this, for with rather unsteady 
steps she rose and crossed over to the looking-glasB that 
adorned the mantelpiece, putting up instinctive hands 
to her hair. 

"What a fright I have made of myself," she said. 
It was only her beauty that had held him hers, what a 
fool she had been to forget it in this their last interview. 
" Well," she said, turning from the survey of herself to 
the man again, " I have finished making a noise now. 
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CI«mel, and I am aboolotely IiideotiB." Tbere waa the 
Donnige of desperation in her voice. " I am Bony, 
dear, ii I have made it nncomiortAhle toijou, hut I love 
yoa, Cl^mel, it hurts to have one's love torn up by the 
roots." It waa the back of his sleek head she waa talk- 
ing to ; with a choked back sob of hopeleaaneBS she turned 
to the glass. " Will yon hand me my hat t " she said, 
" I suppose we ought to be getting back." 

Richardson cose with alacrity. " It isn't that I don't 
love you, Mabel," he explained, as he stood behind her 
watching hei arrange her veil, the faint pleasant scent 
of violets which he had leamt to associate with her was 
waking his mind to kinder thoughts, " it is that I have 
to go ofi to this rotten spot, Oampneas, or whatever it is 
called, for my course, and you know we should have had 
to stop these expeditions sooner or later." His eyes 
travelled round the small rather aoidid room. " They 
aie dangerous, and it is hardly in either of our minds to 
nsk a scandal, is it t " 

" Oh, don't bother 1|o explain," the woman be^ed. 
She looked at him with hw strange colaur^ eyes and her 
hfiB wa0 bMutofuI again behind th^ shadow of hsr veil, 
" Explanations are the death of love. You loved me, 
and yoa don't love me, that is all, Clennel. You are 
quite within your rights. After to-day I shan't 
blame you, to-day I have bean a fool." She turned 
towards the door, Clennel waa before her to open it. 

" We are to be friends always, Amber 1 " he aalnd, 
US theing name he had invented for hec and infixing a 
BQipxiaing amonnt of feeling into his voice. 



N Google 



so Blind Ey«a 

The woman looked at him, pftosing Cot jnst on* 
second in the dooTwa7 to let hei ejea net on his. " Tea, 
friendB," she answered, her month twisted a little, it 
was hardly a smile, and she was gone, leaving behind 
her that faint yet fragrant Bcent of violets. 

Clennel stood, the door carefnlly cslosed behind her, in- 
haling the faint peifmne, the fiown back on his forehead, 
then he lifted his hand to brush ap his moustache and 
from the sleeve of his ooat picked ofi a long thin thread 
of copper. " There goes ma belle," he whispered 
almost aloud, and blew lightly at the thread, but contrary 
to expectation it did not Boat away but flickered and 
wound itself more tightly round his outstretched fii^eiB. 
" Danm all women with red hair," he was moved to 
commune to himself, as he disentangled the h"^ and 
set it free. " I shall have to steer dear of them in 
fiitnie, they are very twiacious." 

Society at Dampness was always rather pleasantly 
stirred by the arrival of the Field Couxse. Their presence 
brought a thrill of new endeavour to matron and maid, 
dinners were given, dances were arranged in their honour, 
the small peaceful garrison town lived during thdr 
short visit of six weeks in a feverish, withal delightful 
whirl of gaiety. It was at a dinner party given by the 
Commandant to welcome the Field Course that Captain 
Richardson first met Cynthia. His eyes lit on her the 
moment he entered the room ; she and a very young man 
were standing together in a little window alone at the 
end of the room. The deep shade of the velvet curtains 
behind her showed Cynthia's face, delicate and exquisite 
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in ooloBT, the little tip-tilted nose, tlie soft hur that 
broke into rebellions curls wbeierer it could get free 
from the bioad band of cerise ribbon holding it in place. 
The ^onng man was eameetly intent on fastenii^ the 
buttons of the gloved hand which G^thia was holding 
out to him, and both were so occapied that Captain 
Richardson had worked his way over to them and had 
stood, his eyes fixed on Cynthia's face, for som« time 
before they noticed him. 

He was fascinated — not for a second did be attempt 
to deny that. Not even the slight shock caused by 
learning that Cynthia was a Miss Weston could lessen 
the efEect, never hod he bo industriously Btriven to make 
himself pleasant in a woman's eyes before. He took 
0;mthia into dinner, that was the fortune of war and 
he was wildly hilariously gay about it. He swept 
Cynthia just a httle ofE her feet, both then and after 
dinner, when he once more sought her out and brought 
forth all his social attractions for her benefit. He sang, at 
his hostess's request, indifferently well but with his 
eyes always oq Cynthia ; he was indefatigable in his 
desire to make her laugh, for the dimples that crept 
round her mouth, the way her lips parted, the shine of 
her little teeth when she smiled, intozioated him. He 
congratulated himself upon having made at least an 
impreseioD by ^e «id of the evening, his personality 
had certainly dominated the rest of the guests, and 
Cynthia had promised to play golf with him on the 
following day. 

" He is terribly noisy, Mattie," she explained on the 



jnGi.)0'^Ic 



S2 Blind Eyes 

way home, " bnt I thinb he is nice, don't yon, and ha 
did seem to Im more friendly than the general mn of 
Reld men." 

The leeidenta of Dampnesa had a private not nnoalled 
foi opinion that the Field Coarae gave themselvee 
ain. 

" Yea, he waa very friendly," agreed Uattie : there 
was some reserre at the back of hec voice, 

" He was diunk, if yon ask me," pat in Hajoi 
Redwood. He had viewed Bichardson most of ^e 
evening with intense disfavooi, " Hate that l^pe of 

Cynthia waa not mnch affected by her biothei-in- 
law's remaika. Captain Riohaidson had amnsed 
her UL the first instance, she found him atill more 
attractive when they pUyed golf together. Fox then, 
with no aadienca to watoh him, he ww qoieter, more 
joat of a good oompfmion, and tpgether they talked 
and langhed to theii hearts' content. Before they were 
halfway thmngh the afternoon Cynthia knew that 
the man admired her. Richardson waa clever with 
his compliments, and indeed in this case they came 
straight from hia heart ; he did think — aa a man well 
oanght in the flood of love does think — that Cynthia 
was absolutely beautiful. And the knowledge pleased 
the girl, excited h.a, thrilled her even in much the aame 
way as Thornton's young, badly expressed love had 
thrilled her wiUi the joy of life. She did not fall in 
love with the man, but she waa already half in love 
with love, and Richardson had snffident knowledge 
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and ezperiflnce of women to make him a very perfect 
wooer. 

He did nothing to hide his feelings either. All Dampneaa 
watobed with excitement the piogieos of his oourtehip ; 
he meant to win Cynthia for his wife. Feelings that 
he had had no knowledge of before were awake in hia 
heart, be wanted her not only for her beauty or the 
joy that she oonld give him, bat bo that he oould guard 
and care for her, make a home for her, see her with 
children — their children — ^in her arms. He had never 
loved like that before, the other women in his life faded 
from his memory, he honestly forgot them, and still 
more wonderful he forgot himseli. 

The only people not fully awake to what was hap- 
pening were the Redwoods, partly because Cynthia, 
conscious perhaps diat her new lover would not be 
looked on with approval, did her best to hoodwink or 
at least keep all the truth from them, and, since Bed wood 
went out very little, she had only Mattie to blind and 
that was not difficult. Hattie knew that Eichardaon 
was an ardent admirer, but she also thought that she 
knew Cynthia considered him rather noisy and conceited, 
and rested content with that knowledge. 

The golf oouise at Dampness runs adjacent to the 
sea ; there is one portion of it where one turns at the 
seventh bole towards borne again, and there it touches 
even on to the sea wall itseU. If one climbs over the 
wall at this point one can drop down on to soft yellow 
sand ; the sun warms it into a nest of gold, the wall 
shuts off the world from it, it faces on to the wide- 
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moTing sea and far-nsray passiiig ships. BiohBtdBon 
liad disooveied this spot, so he claimed, and on blazii^ 
hot aftemoons it was not diffictdt to peiBnadfl Cynthia 
to lay aside the golf dnba and drop down into it fot a 
lest while he smoked a cigarette. Then he would pile 
the sand to a comfortable cushion for hex back, unearth 
the parasol which, ever since the first afternoon, had 
been carried ttDprofeflsionally among the golf olubs, 
and tilt it against the snn, so that her soft flushed face, 
brown carls and shining eyes were in shadow. For 
himself he would lie on the sand beside h^ and talk 
of abstract things, of men and women, of books and 
songs, till finally and always the conversation would 
toach back on love and Cynthia woold drop the lashes 
over her eyea, because his eyes and theii mess^e made 
her nneasy and a little self-conscious. He taught her 
to flirt, and before he knew it she was a past mistresB 
in the art ; he did not reaUse in the least, because girls 
had never entered his life before, how unknowingly 
she played with fire. He thought she flirted as he was 
accustomed to flirt, with the joy of never knowing when 
the deeper floods of passion might not take possession 
of the game. 

" I don't believe in love at first sight," stated Cjmthia 
on one of these aftemoons : she took up a handful of sand 
and let it run through her fingers. " I am not alwa}rs 
sure that I believe in love at all," — she dimpled, her 
eyes met his and wavered — " not at first sight, any- 
way," she reasserted. 

" Don't yoa ? " asked Biohaidson : his hand caught 
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(he sand as it feD fnnn hen and shook it £rae •gaia. 
" It is not a qnestioii of believing with me, I know it 
ia tnie." 

" Hare you done it often } " aaked CTnthia ; the 
amile broke into a laugh. 

" Only once in my life," said Kohardson. He sat up 
and leant forward, Cynthia was moved to think how 
nice-looking he was with the snn just catching the gold 
lights in his hair. " One doeen't love more than once 
reaHy, you know," he went on, " the other thing that 
oomee into one's life for this woman or that isn't love." 

" Oh I " commented Cynthia. Somehow when his eyes 
were not on her she was always tempted to probe the 
matter a little farther. " Funny thing, love, isn't it t " 
she asked lightly ; " why do people pretend they get 
any joy out of holding hands and lootdng at each other ? 
I have tried holding hands," ahe asserted boastfully, 
"it doeen't make me feel anything, and I am sure 
people squint when th^ gaze into each other's eyes." 

" Perhaps they do," assented the man slowly ; " I 
suppose they don't stop to think, about it at the time." 
He lapsed back into silence, and suddenly from right 
over their heads a lark's song invaded the air with 
shrill, penetrating joy. 

Cynthia tilted back her sunshade and looked up at 
the little speck floating against the deep blue of the 
sky. She felt Richardson's huid close over hers where 
it lay on the sand and with something that amounted 
almost to fear in her heart she attempted to ignore the 
action. 
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" I wonder how he oan sing so near to the son oa ua 
afternoon aa hot aa this," she said, bat her voioe 
OD the words was a little nncertain, and she made no 
attempt to draw her hand awa^. 

Perhaps she conld not, things were a littl« hazy to 
her eyes, she was only grateful that the man did not 
look up at her, she felt sure she was staring at him with 
her month open, and his hand on her hand was nnmbing 
hei heart. She was going to faint, she decided vaguely. 
Then Bichardson lifted his head and their eyes met, 
bine eyee ablaze with deoze, grey eyea piteona in 
theii ignorance. 

"Cynthia," the man iduspered, his voice hoarse; 
he drew nearer to her, putting his arm across her knees, 
and still hia eyes held hera and his face blotted out the 
rest of the world from her sight. 

It is to be believed that her very powerleasnefis to 
respond or repel, the dumb question in her frightened 
eyea, brought the truth to Richardson as nothing else 
could have done. He realized in that second how 
ignorant had been the game she had so charmingly 
played to his teaching, and, because he really loved 
ber, before those bewildered eyes his own fell hastily 
and he leant foiward, burying his head agunst the cool, 
blue linen of her frock. 

" I love yon, Cynthia, that is what I am trying to 
tell yoa, and I am doing it very badly, if I have made 
you frightened of me." 

With his eyes away from hers the spell lifted, Cynthia 
shivered a little, and, drawing her hands away bom hia. 
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looked down aloofly at hia sleek head where it lay od 
hei lap. She wanted to cry, to laugh, to scream, what 
did she want to do I Hei Hps trembled, the colour 
came back slowly to her face. Perhaps this was love, 
cnrioos fear and elation stmggled in her heart. She 
pat out a timid hand and touched his hair, suddenly 
she knew he was unhappy about something and hei 
body ached to comfort him. She slipped back her 
hand into his. 

" I think I love yoa too," she whbpered. 

Up agamst the clear sky the triumph of the lark 
broke out again, he at any rate was untroubled as to 
the glory of his love, he poured it forth, a serene and 
uninterrupted song of gladness from all the fullness of 
hia heaxt. 



ji-vGooglc 



CHAPTER IV 

CYIfTHIA BBOOUBB ENQAQED 

SO Cyntliia became engaged. There vere jnat one 
or two tiuiigH that disturbed the ladiance of thia 
time to her mind, but she mentioned them to no on«, 
least ol all to Mattie. In some strange way Hattie 
seemed to be slipping into the backgioand of Cynthia's 
life, not that she was conadonsly shut out, only vaguely, 
as in the year of bet bther's death, Cynthia felt herself 
disapproyed of, knew that Mattie did not, could not, 
like Clennel, and for the time being Clennel's influence 
had Cynthia bound hand and foot. Mattie stood aside 
patiently and watched ; her heart ached, the customary 
ache of motherhood which knows itself unwanted and 
disregaided now that the babe has grown to man's 
estate. But, as ever, Mattie hid her pain under coldness 
and silence, and it was that, together with Major Bed- 
wood's st«m and open disapproval of the whole afhir, 
that prevented Cyntiiia from taking hex joys oi doubta 
to her sister. 

" I am an awfully bad smell to your family, dear," 
denuel was in the habit ul cbeeifuUy acknowledging. 



jnGi.)0'^Ic 



Blind Eyes 39 

He did not mind their dislike, but, nnfortunately, the 
mere iax/i of a disapproving critic in the loom always 
caused Uni to appear in his noisiest and most objection- 
able mood. It was little wonder that Mattie found 
' it impossible to approve of him but it was unfortunate 
that just at this period in her life, when Cynthia most 
needed guidance and sympathy, she and Mattie stood bo 
far apart from each other aa to make clear understanding 
impossible between them. 

Unable to voice her feelings oi questions to Mattift) 
Cynthia turned instinctively more and more to Clennel. 
She expected, and in a way extracted, the same type of 
affection from him as she had always received from 
Uattie. 

" One couldn't sin badly and terribly without know- 
ing it, could one, Clen 1 " she asked once. 

They had been sitting oat a dance, oi rather a suc- 
ceesion of dances, on the same seat that had a year 
before wituesaed Thornton's stammered proposal 
Poor Thornton, by this time mtOtom of miles away in 
China I There had come to them that hushed pause 
which descends at tiuies on lovers whose very kisses 
have left them numb and tired. Clennel's kisses often 
made Cynthia breathless and a little t^tated. They 
woke such strange txemois to life in hei heart, and at 
the same time they dragged and quieted hei mind. 
Perhaps, more than anytluBg ebe, they frightened her ; 
it was flight, anyway, that lay behind her ques- 
tion. 

" I shouldn't think so, dear," Richardson answered. 
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He bent forward to touch with hia lips the soft curls 
on the uape of her neck. " At least, I couldn't." 

Cynthia, only a trifle leassnred, moved uneasily. 
" It comes to the same thing/* she suggested ; " for 
you wouldn't Irt me do anything that you knew was 
wrong, would yout " 

The argument was involved. Cynthia was struggling 
with some fai back memory, picked up fiom an old nurse, 
as to how girls who were always kissing got what they 
deserved when shame and an unwanted baby were 
theii portion. Richardson oonld not be expected to 
know that, but he did guess at a little of the 
trouble and hia eyes grew very tender as he watched 
her. 

" I would give my life to prevent wrong from touching 
you, dear," be assured her ; " you need oevei be afnud 
of me," 

He meant it at the time. There was in bis attitude 
towards Cynthia sometlung finer and bigger than he 
had ever felt towards women before. He worshipped 
her, and she learnt to look on his love as worship. 
Bhe was in return very fond of him ; his personal loolm, 
his smartness, all appealed to her immensely, and if 
she liked him most when he was not the lover but only 
the companion, she put that down to the fact that 
physical contact with a man filled her with an unezplain- 
able sense of shyness. It was only a question of getting 
used to it, she piestmied, and rather pathetically ignored 
the feeling as much as possible. 

Their wedding was not to take plaoe until the next 
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year, so much tbe Redwoods had insisted on, and nixing 
the fact that by then Cynthia's biothei, who was at 
piefient in India, would be in England, they earned the 
day. Clamel spent a month's leave at Dampness after 
his ooiiise was ovei, and then took his departuie to pat 
in a brief torn ol military doty at Malta. From there 
he wrote, stieaaoasly and regnlarly, passionate letten 
to Cynthia : his arms were longing to bold her to him, 
his mouth was hungry for her kissee. And Cynthia, 
blushing sometimes at the vividnees of bis language, 
would write, in answer, funny little letters that did theil 
best to meet his demands. As a matter of fact she 
was convinced by this time that she loved him, the 
feeling of shyness was not in evidence while his actual 
presence w:is not near, she almost forgot that she had 
ever felt it. 

The pity of it was that Clennel and his letters remained 
like a wall between lihe two sisters, and though they 
went about together and spent their days as in the time 
before Cynthia's engagement, neither of them could 
ignore or forget the fact. All idea as to tallcing to 
Cynthia of love and marriage had \d.t Mattie's heart, 
she knew instinctively that any such attempt would be 
resented, besides the old tender intimacy that had been 
between them, and that would have made such a conver- 
aation possible, had gone. 

Clennel was to be home for a month's leave at Christmas 
and it had been arranged that Cynthia was to spend a 
fortnight of this time with him at his mother's house in 
the county. It was to be Cynthia's iutroductioQ to his 
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family — bo tax she knew them only as the writen of polit« 
letters of congratolstion. Not till all anangements 
had been definitely made did Cynthia realize that this 
was to be the fiiat Christmas she was to spend away from 
Mattie, and it was a small comfort to the elder sistei that 
Cynthia did at the last moment temember and r^iet. 
But it was, of coorae, by then too late to change any of 
the plan. Cynthia was to meet lUchaidaon in town 
and travel down with him to Wiotham, his family's 
place in the country. 

Cynthia, there was no denying it, was deplorably 
nerroos as she stood on the platform of Charing Cross 
station waiting for Clenuel's train to arrive. He had 
been away six months, what would he look like, how 
would she like bong kissed again t Clennel looked at 
least very much the same, he was out of bis carriage 
before the train stopped even and had rushed at Cynthia, 
seizing her two bands, staring down at her, regardless 
of the fact that he had mga asii a good deal of luggage 
to collect. He did not kiss her, for which she was 
profoundly grateful, because for the mommt he appeared 
to her eyes as a total stranger, and her inner self was 
rather disapproving of his noisy voice and abrupt 
movements. Then, his luggage disposed of, they took 
a taxi across to '^ctoiia Station and in the tazi he 
tamed to her eagerly and polled her into his arms. But 
he was still a stranger to her, in a vague way she resent- 
ed his kissea and always kept her mouth from his. 
Clennel noticed the fact, and gathered from her attitude 
that she was shy. The idea pleased him, he had nevei 
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Uked the too wiUing woman, and be was quick to change 
his tone to suit hers. 

By the end of the short train journey Cynthia was 
completely at her ease with him again, though professing 
intense nervonflness at the thought of meeting his family. 
She clung to his aim when the train stopped at Wiotham 
and insisted that while she was being introduced to bis 
people he should let her stand with one hand in his 
pocket holding on to him to give her courage. There 
was, however, no one at the station, thou^ the large 
grey car bad been sent to meet them which showed they 
were expected by that train. 

" How many people will be there, Oen } " Cynthia 
asked for die twentieth time as the car swung in between 
white gates up a long sweep of gravel drive. 

" The mater, who will probably scare the life out of 
you to start with hot who is really very harmlees, ICna, 
and perhaps Frank," he answered. " Oh, and probably 
a detachment of Nina's yoong men — she always has a 
crowd hanging round. I dare say," he added as an after- 
thought, " that a good few people will roll up to-morrow, 
the house is generally fnll at Christmas." 

The good few people were there already, Cynthia 
realized. It seemed to her as she followed in Gennel's 
wake that the vast drawing-room waa packed with people 
all of whom appeared to be talking at once. From the 
centre tea-table set near the large fireplace a beautiful, 
sUm, draped figure rose to greet them, some one who, 
holding Cleonel by the hands, Jdased him languidly on 
both cheeks. 
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" Hy dearest boy," she murmured, and Clemiel replied 
with something like, " Well, old mater." 

Then he tumed, one hand still in his mother's, and 
CTQthia, lifting bewildered eyes, saw what appeared to 
be a rather delicate lady of thirty-three or thirty-fonr, 
with wonderfully arranged red'^old hair and tired blue 
eyes. "She doesn't look in the least like any one'a 
mother," thought Cynthia, as she followed the gradous 
pneence to a seat at the tea-table. 

Clennel was immediately surrounded by a host of 
clamoroos friends, who all of them alluded to him as 
" Bunny " and appeared to find something intensely 
humorous in his being engaged. Mrs. Bidiardson 
introduced Cynthia rather vaguely to them all aa " my 
daughter-in-law to be," and one or two of the men pro- 
ceeded to make themselyee useful in the way of handing 
her tea and cakes. There was another tea-party in pro- 
gress at the other end of the long room. " Nina's bun 
worry," one of the men informed Cynthia and added, 
" Have yoQ met Miss Bichardson 1 " 

" No," explained Cynthia, " I haven't met any of 
them before, you know ; this is the first time I have seen 
any of Gen's relations." 

" Oh," agreed the man ; he felt sorry for the palpably 
shy girL " We are a bit noisy but we mean well, most 
of us." 

" We have put C^thia in the room next yours, Clen," 
Mrs. Richardson remarked, seizing an opportunity when 
there was a little lull in the conversatioo. " Will you 
take her up and show her round I We are dining to- 
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night at seven, Nina has some dance or something on 
afterwards." She turned to Cynthia with a weary 
ezpreesion on her face. " Nina is very tiring," she 
remarked; "I oftoi wonder'' why I should have been 
blcBsed with a daughter — boys are much easier." 

If the hoose aa a whole impressed Cynthia with a 
sense of awe at its magnificence, her own room filled 
her with delight. It was so fresh, so sunny cornered, 
BO beautifully arranged and decorated. The one wide 
window, hung with lose-pink curtains, looked ont at 
tiie woods at the back of the honse ; the carpet was the 
softest fuirieat carpet she had ever seen with big splashes 
of pink roBce on a cream background ; a frieze of roses in 
exactly the same colour ran roond the walls, edging 
a paper of cream ; the quilt on the bed, the china on the 
washstand all carried oat the same ooloor scheme. It 
was a bower of roses, and on the mantelpiece, above a 
fire that glowed and blinked a welcome at her, was set 
a small silver bowl of deep, deep red roses. 

"They must have cost quite two shillings each," 
thought Cynthia with a little sigh ; sometimes the fact 
of all the wealth that Richardson was to shower on her by 
just marrying her, overpowered her. 

Her box had been unpacked and a discerning maid had 
laid out on the bed the dress which she considered looked 
the most soitable for an informal early ditmer. 

"Nina's maid will look in presently, I expect," 
Clennel had said, and Cynthia set to work somewhat 
nervously to get as much of her dressing finished as was 
possible before such an unknown quantity aa a maid 
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should sirive to disturb liet peace. She had, as it 
happened, reached the stage of slipping into her dreBS 
when the dreaded knock came on the door. 

" Come in," Cjnathia said. " Thank goodneea," she 
said to heiseU, " she hasn't arrived in time to watch 
me do my hair." 

The door opened quietly, and Cynthia, intent with her 
last hook and ^e, paid no attention mitil the fact that 
the door was apparently being left open caused hei to 
look up at the incomer. 

A gill stood in the door, a slim figure entirely dressed 
in black, close cut and shimmeiy black, out of which 
the ondiaped shoaldera and neck rose marvellously 
pure and white. The face was white, the perfect shaped 
lips a little lacking in colour, but the hair was glorious, 
living gold, brushed smooth and sleek round and round 
the small head as if it were a crown of glory. Having 
caught Cynthia's attention the giil came a little fnrthra 
into the room and shut the door behind her. 

" Yon are Cynthia, aren't you ? " she asked. " I 
suppose Clennel has mentioned me vaguely in passing — 
I am Nina." 

She advanced across the room to opposite the long 
mirror, there her reflected self appeared to occupy her 
attention, and Gjnithia realized that her poUte murmur 
of welcome was not being listened to. She felt ab- 
surdly shy, it was a peculiarity of Nina's and one whksh 
was not conducive to popularity, that her presence 
generally caused other women to feel shy and badly 
dressed. Cynthia had just decided that her own blue 
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diesB was tudeoiuly cut and that her h&nds w«n most 
horribly large and red in colour, when her visitor, the 
calm surrey finished, turned to her again. 

" Tou are pretty," she remarked reflectively, " bnt I 
wonder why Clennel fell in love with you. You aren't 
a bit the kind of girl that gets kissed in the conserva- 
tory." 

Cynthia laughed, the shynesa was beginning to dis- 
appear, partly because Nina's way of saying things was 
BO exactly like Clennel's. 

" What has that got to do with it 1 " she qaeried. 

" Oh, well, I don't know," answered I^na. She turned 
her attention once more to the looldng-glass. " You 
know how that Qerman philosopher man, whom every 
one gets so shocked about, puts it : ' There are only 
two types of women, the Mother and the Prostitute.' 
I belong to the latter, you, I should think, to the former ; 
and so far Clennel's leanings have been towards my type, 
that's aU." 

Cynthia knew very vaguely the meaning of the last 
name, the first she did understand. 

" I don't like babies, if that is what yon mean," she 
hastened to explain. "Z hope I shall never have any." 

The wonderful violet eyes surveyed her quizzically. 
" You had better take lessons in how to prevent them 
then before you marry Clennel. He is probably hoping 
to carry on the family name and bo forth. How nicely 
you blush," she went on, " I believe I have shocked 
you." 

Cynthia struggled with the truth. "No," she 
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axmomiced firmly, " only I hadn't thought abotit it in 
that light." 

" Htunph 1 " oommented ^na, a nuBchievotu light 
dawned in her eyes. " Well, when the time cornea yon 
ask me and I will give yon a few tipo. Meanwhile," she 
pat oat bet hands and Cynthia came across to take 
them, "I think I am going to like yoo, though I 
can'tsaythat ol girls in general. Shall we be friends I " 

" Yes, please," whispered Cynthia. " I think you 
are tbe most beaatifnl thing I have ever seen," she 
added. 

Thus artlessly sealii^, for the tims being at any rate, 
the bond of friendship between them. 
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THET were biends — ^it waa one of the 8trang«et 
pbaaee in C^thia's life, lier friendflhip for and 
with mna EichaidsoD. Where all else failed, and when 
estnngement to Mattie crept in entirely, Cynthia olong 
to Nina's friendship as the one solid thing in a cniinbling 
wodd. They had from the beginniDgjiothing in common, 
Cynthia waa to leam many things, about and from 
Nina, most of which shocked and horrified her; they 
made no diSerence, daily did Cynthia alter hei outlook 
on life, her ideas of tight and wrong so that they ehonld 
coincide with I^na's. She thooght Nina the moBt 
wonderful p^son she had ever seen or heard of, and there 
was little wonder in that, the only thing strange in their 
relations waa that Nina should trouble to bring, as she 
undoubtedly did, all the power of her fascinations to 
bear on Cynthia. From the fiist she took as much 
pains to win the girl as she had ever taken over any 
man. It waa not from any lore of Clennel either. 
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between Nina and lier brother there had always existed 
a thinly veiled dislike, but even this fact, and Nina 
made no attempt to conceal it, did not wony Cynthia, 
she was still fond of Clenn^ ; having such a woodetfal 
sistet added to hia attraction. 

Most of Nina's oonvenation, hex notions on life, 
her views and moiala, passed completely over Cynthia's 
head. She did not nndeistand Nina's allusions and 
Nina never descended to facts because Cynthia for 
some leaaon beet known to heiself feigned absolate 
knowledge. Probably she was afraid that l^na would 
think her a fool if she owned to not nndeistandii^. 
The imprcBsion Nina really gathered was that Cynthia 
waa a bit of a pmde, she herself had been socb a strenn- 
ona searcher ^ter knowledge since the age of twelvs 
that she never dreamt of the possibility of Cynthia 
being ignorant. She had, strangely enough for her, 
no intense desire to shock Cyntlua, therefore there wex9 
some things she touched on so delicately that Cynthia, 
hearing, could yet remain in ignorance bat in other 
ways Nina taught her a surprising amount. 

She was tor ever harping upon men, upon the way 
a girl can play with a man, make a fool of him, 
flirt with him, land him. Proposals, she claimed, were 
amongst tiie most thrilling things of life, she had had 
dozens; Cynthia admitted to only two. 

" Never mind," Nina consoled, " you can really have 
s better time in that sort of way after you are married. 
You ask Clemiel." 

" I don't believe Clennel will agree," mused Cynthia. 
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"It ia a lule he haa always lived up to hinueU," 
retorted Nina, 

pTDtliia did not aigae the point, not did she pass the 
jneoe of wisdom on to Clenuel, bat most of the rest of 
Nina's teaching was wied for his benefit and at his 
ejqwnse, and he, moie in love than was good for his 
temper, foand the treatment very trying. 

" It is undignified," he snipiised i^hei onoe by stating, 
" to fliit with a man who loves you, and whom 70a love, 
for God's sake don't play with me, Cynthia." 

And for quite a whole day CynUiia had been sobered 
by the anger in his voice. 

Of Mra Richardson CyntHa saw very little ; appar- 
raitly there were two camps in the house, one Mrs. 
Bichardson's, one Nina's. They met for set meab, like 
dinner, but otherwise there was very little attempt 
at friendship between the two parties. Mrs. Richardson 
had her following, Nina hers, and Cynthia was among 
Nina's. She was a litde in awe of Mrs, Richardson, 
and Clennel did not seem to snfEer from an overwhelming 
afEection for any of his family. He had been, Cynthia 
gathered, qnizoticaUy devoted to his father, and for 
many years before her husband's death Airs. Richardson 
had'not lived at home. That was where the split in the 
family lay for Nina too had stood for the father. There 
was no open fighting between the mother and her 
diildren, they just went their own ways, keeping ap 
appearances by living in the same house. 

Nina's party consisted largely, as Clennel had said it 
wonld, of Nina's young men ; there were one or two 
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married Tomea, and Mrs. RichaidBoo's nde of the hooM 
boasted of quite a nombei of giria. CTQthia koew them 
all by sight bat very few of them even by nonw. They 
were a different claas of being to any aha had «veE met 
before and she was a little shy of them. The day 
before Cynt^'s visit was to end the combined hoose 
parties voted for a fancy-dieBS dance. Oot up on the 
spur of the moment, every one to design and exeoate 
their own dieesee from what was available in the house. 
It was not «8 dif&oult as it Bonnds, fox Nina had a 
wealth of theatrical stuff stowed away in one of the up- 
stair rooms. A damoioua throng repaired there immedi- 
ately after breakfast. 

(i^thia found herself standing in the doorway with a 
member of the opposing camp, a little, inquisitive-eyed 
woman with bronze-coloured haii. 

"You are Miss Weston, aren't you? " her companion 
asked. " We were all so interested in seeing the giil 
Captain Bichai^n was really going to marry, and it 
is very disappointing that Nina should have taken yoa 
up, it doesn't give the rest of us a chance." 

" Everybody does seem smrprised at Clennel's marry- 
ing," admitted Cynthia. " Was he a very grumpy 
woman hater ! " 

" Not exactly that, my dear," the xed-haired woman 
smiled. 

At that moment l^a salhed forth from the throng, 
cool and unruffled, holding aloft a diminutive garment 
all lace and frills. 

" I have found just the thing for yoa, Cynthia," she 
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stated, " it is a Golmnbine, yooll look a flti2y Iamb in 
it." 

" Then doean't aeem to be veiy much of it," Cyntliia 
laTighingly lemonfitrated. 

The bronze-haired lady smiled again. " To-night we 
are taking the opportunity of showing onr legs as well 
a8 our necks, arrai't we. Miss Richardson i " she said. 

Nina glanced at her, that is to say that she allowed 
her gaze for one second to rest on the topmost wave of 
bronze. " Those of ns who have 1^ that can be 
shown," she retorted. " What are yon coming as, M^ 
Donn, a mermaid I " 

"Ton haren't seen her legs, Cynthia," she explained 
afterwards ; " the remark was absolutely called for. 
And in any case I hate the woman — jolly bad style 
on the mater's part asking her to the houM this 
Christmas." 

The two girls dressed together that evening in Nina's 
room, an apartment remarkable for the colour of its . 
walls and carpet, both being an intra«e black, and 
for the quantity and variety of mirrois that adorned 
its walls and tables. Cynthia when she was at last dressed 
could see cotmtleas airy Colnmbinee reflected on every 
side. Her wide starched skirt, with its multitude of 
flimsy lacey underskirts, swayed and flattered as she 
moved, the httle waist line, the tiny soft frilled bodice, 
the wreath of blue foi^et-me-nots in her hair, were aU 
fascinating. Hei le^ were fascinating too, Nina and the 
maid informed her, bat Cynthia was a little perturbed 
at the amount of them that was visible. For some 
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te&aoD llattie eame into het head as Bh« Bbood looking 
at this mizrraed 8^ and the knowledge st the back of 
hex heart was that Hattie would have disappioved. 
The thought was a[tiifle disconcerting, then she poshed it 
aside ; just for to-night she waa going to have a riototuly 
ezdting time in Nina's way — there was piactically ft 
compact between them to that effect. 

Nina, quite regaidleas of public opinion at discre- 
tion, elected to appear for that evening as Cynthia's 
Harlequin. Her appearance was certainly electrifying, 
and caused even iia. Richardson an uncomfortable 
mom^it of surprise. With her heavy hair close wound 
to her head under the black skull cap, her slim body 
encased in all the glitter of scales and colour, she moved 
about the room, flicking ber wand and pretending 
very assiduouBly that no one could guess who she was 
because of the tiny black mask concealing the top part 
'of her face. As if ha mouth, the vivid colour of her 
eyes, to say nothing of the fact that no other girl would 
have dared to appear in such a costume, was not enough 
to give hei away from the very fist. It made her look 
surprisingly young, that was the only thing to modify 
the informality of her appearance, that and the fact 
that she was so calmly indifFerent to the effect het 
ooetome might produce. 

Cynthia started ber riotous evening of succees badly 
by a fnrious row witii Clennel. The man's temper 
bad been badly strained once or twice in the past wee^ 
it broke into flame entirely at Cynthia's new tactics. 

" I am not going to be engaged to you this evening," 
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■he annotmced firmly, after he had lan her to earth 
with some difficulty in a dim comer of the drawing- 
loom, and routed her pieTions partner by a fierce frown 
and very studied rudeneBa. "I am going to have a 
really good time, and if you are nioe and polite to me I'll 
damse with yoa, once, porhaps." She smiled at him, hat 
head a little on one side. Then she dropped him a 
diminutive curtsey and attempted to pass him. 

" Wait a minute," threatened Clennel, " what ia 
the idea, Cynthia 1 Do yoa want to make me mad to 
see what a brute I can be 1 — ^it is a damned silly game." 

He held out his hands to ha. Cynthia noted with a 
thrill of pleased ^^tement that they shook a little 
and his face was white — she was living up to Nina's 
teaching delightfully. 

" Youi language is horrible, Clen," she remonstrated) 
ignonng the hands, " and I don't know why you should 
get so tragic about things. Just for to-night," she tip- 
toed up to him and bronght her lija on a level with 
his ear, " I am going to fiirt with every man I dance 
with and I couldn't do that if I was engaged to yon, 
could I ! " 

" Am I not to be flirted with I " asked Clennel, his 
voice suddenly hard and stem. 

" Tea," nodded Cynthia, " that is part of the game." 
She stood away from him, watching him with laughing 
eyes. 

" So be it," agreed Clennel. He took a step towards 
het and before she could move or had realized his inten- 
tions he had caught her to him roughly ; she was power- 
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leas in hia anna, though she threw her head bftck and 
fought ftirioiuly, and hia IdBses were homble, the^ hut 
hei moie than jnst physically. 

When the entrance of anothet ooople at the fai end 
of the room bTooght release ahe stood for a moment 
shalren oat of her mood of light enjojrment. " Yon 
hare been hateful," she whispered, "simply hateful. 
I hope you are satisfied now and will leave me alone 
for the rest of the evening." She turned to go, Clennel 
stepped in front of hei, his eyes, which she refosed to 
meet, imploring pardon. 

"I am sorry, Cynthia," hesud. "I was mad for a 
moment and lost my self-controL Yon have made it vei7 
hard for me sometimes just lately." 

"It is a ooiions excuse," answered Cynthia coldly. 
" I fail to understand it." 

With bead held high imd ridiculously flounced skirts, 
looking like a dignified baby, she swept past him. 

Clennel did not come near her again and Cynthia was 
at liberty to carry out her intended campaign. It cannot 
be quite honestly said that she enjoyed it, for though she 
danced and flirted and laughed to her heart's content, 
she was conscious all the time of a vague sense of dis- 
appointment at the back of things. She saw Clennel 
twice during the evening, once in the library, which for 
the night had been turned into the refieshmwit room, 
dnnking champagne with four other men and making a 
very considerable noise, and once when she and a partner 
unintentionally intmded upon a couple sitting very close 
and silent at a dark comer of the stairs. The man. 
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wlio did not ereo look ap at them, was Genuel, tlie 
womAD hei bronze-haired acquaintance of the morning. 
Cynthia's partner passed oS what he described 
aa B deuced awkward moment, with a laugh, and 
pTnthia, still according to him, " took it damned weU," 
foe she laughed too and made a great pretence of sneez- 
ing before th^ invaded the next sitting-out place. 

One can, when driveQ to it, laugh quite naturally 
at things that do not in the least amuse one. CTuthia's 
laughter was of that description before the evening 
ended. There was far more champagne drunk by the 

various guests than was either necessary or good for 

them. No one seemed to resent it or to be in the very 

least surprised at a very intoxicated gentleman who 

held np the last dance by an insistent desire to shake 

hands with the bandmaster, 

" For he's a jolly good fellow, that' 

coughed in explanation, and the rest 

took up the cue till the room rang v 

shouted and suug in every difierent 1 

Then there was an adjournment to a fin 

middle of which some very bright int 

the lights out and the guests started yt 

go home in the dark," to the accompi 

banging on their plates. C^ntbia thoi 

disgusting, when the man next her leant 

could feel his face brush against her i 

and knew that he was trying to kiss h 

abruptly, thus giving his chin a jerk w 
" I wish some one would turn the 1 
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she 8ud in ha deai girl's voice ; " it is u nll7 all bdng 
in the dark." 

" Yee, come on, let's liave the lights," uiodier voioa 
took up the 017', and at last after a good deal of shouting 
the order was carried out and the lights flared on 
again. 

There was a general break-up of the party alter that, 
Ble^7-«yed serrants watching their departure with 
relief, closing the windows and turning out the lights after 
them. Cynthia looked rouid for Nina to say good- 
night on the way to her own room, bat the lithe figoie, 
so conspicuous in its scales and glittering colours, had 
not been in evidence for some time, and Cynthia con- 
cluded she muBt have slipped away to bed earlier. 
She, hersdf, was dead tiied and disappointed, the 
evening had not been the sncceas she had planned, 
the close of it had been horrible ; some people might 
think it fanny for men to get drunk, she knew it was 
hateful. His at Dampness might be dull, at any rate 
it was clean and didn't leave you feeling ashamed. 
Almost before her hot face had had time to cool ag&inat 
the soft freshness of her pillow, however, she was asleep, 
more like a tired child than anything else, with strange 
fanciful dreams bom of excitement stirring across het 
brain and keeping her restless. 

For how long she had been asleep she did not know, 
but suddenly she was awake and staring into the dark- 
ness, terrified by the fact that some one was moving 
about her room. She could hear stealthy footsteps 
drawing near, and wild with panic at the knowledge 
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ibat a band was feding its way along the bed clotbes, 
Cynthia sat up abruptly and screamed. 

The baud bad reached hers by then and closed on it. 
"Foi Ood's sake, don't scream, Cynthia," Glennel'a 
Toioe whispered to bee out of tbe daikneas, " it is only 
me." 

The fact was reassuring, Cynthia cabned her mffied 
norree as well aa she could and drawing ber hand away 
turned np the electrio light that hting over bei bed. 

dennel stood beeide her, still in his ridicolous fancy 
drees of a cowboy, the white shirt opened at the throat, 
his hair and face looking as if he had just dipped them 
into a basin of water and rubbed tbem with a hard 
towel 

Cynthia, righteous indignation astir, glanced at him 
icily. 

" You," she said, " what od earth are yon doing, 
trying to frigbt^i me tike this t " 

It was impossible to be very dignified onder th« 
circumstancee tat she felt she must look absurd, her 
hair all about her shoulders and a very unbecoming 
but strictly sensible flannel nightgown buttoned up to 
a neck band. Cynthia bad once seen Nina's night 
attire and had ever since been dissatisfied with Mattie'a 
choice. 

Clennel did not appear to notice any of these disad- 
Tantages, bis eyes were only hungry for ber face, and 
for a second it seemed as if be could not answer her. 

"I didn't mean to frighten you," he said finally, 
" I thought perhaps you would be awake. I wanted 



nGoo^L' 



M Blind Eyes 

to know if I was taiffvai. Yon haven't Idsaed me to* 

night, Cynthia. I " his voice broke ofi, his hand 

pulled lestlesely at the edge of the blankets and atifl 
hia eyes stayed on her face. 

" WeQ, I am not going to kiss yoo, now," stated 
Cynthia ; she pulled the beddothee more fiimly lotmd her 
and sat np atxaight and stifi, " and you shouldn't oome 
into my room like this at night, it isn't — weU, nice," abe 
concluded foi want of a better word. " Anyway," she 
went on, melting a little before his evident contrition, 
" you don't deserve it, you have practically spoilt my 
evening, ClenneL" 

" Have 1 1 " he asked. Suddenly he dropped on bis 
knees by ^e bed, burying his head, " You are quite 
right, C^thia," he muttered thickly, " I don't deserve 
it, I am a brute all through but I do love yon, litUe girl, 
I do, I do." 

It was just then that the door into the pass^e opened 
and Nina came into the room — her pink silk dressing- 
gown gathered roond her as if she had put it on hurried^, 
her hair in two long plaits, bare feet showing under the 
lace of her nightgown. 

" What's up, Cynthia i " she asked. " ^ard you yefl 

out and thought " Her eyes lit <bi Clennel, who had 

stumbled to his feet and her whole face suddenly hard- 
ened with suspicion. " Good Lord ! " she said, " you — 

and '* Her eyestumed fcomhim to Cynthia as if 

asking a question. 

" I heard Cynthia scream too," put in Clennel quickly, 
"and looked in to see what had frightened her." 
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" OV' Kmaxked Nina, she smothered a yswn, " and 
ihe, I Bnppose, was bearing toot piayeis when I in- 
truded." She pulled the silk frills of her pink dressing- 
gown more dosely to her. " I must saf I think it is. 
inetty disgnsting on yoni part, Clennel, considering aU 
things." 

She stood looking at him contemptnously, and th& 
man's faoe flamed to deep scarlet and went white 
^ain. 

" Damn yotir fool mind," he said. Cynthia caught 
her breath in horrified amazement, then he wmt over 
to the dooi between lus room and Cynthia's and passed 
through, cloaing it behind him without again looking at 
either of them. 

Nina watched his going with unblinking eyes, then 
she tripped over to the door and turning the key in the 
lock faced ronnd on Cynthia with a little laugh. 

" My dear girl," she remonstiated, " if you are going 
to be stupid enough to play this kind of game why be 
so idiotic as to scream. If any one else but me had 
heard you and taken the trouble to look in, it would 

have created a scandal hard to explain. And if " 

something in Cynthia's air of rigid propriety, perhaps 
even the glimpse of that awe-inspiring nightgown 
of Mattie's choice, woke a doubt in her mind, — " if," she 
repeated, " it wasn't your game at all, then the sooner 
you leam to lock your doors the better." 

" What do you mean t " begged Cynthia. " What does, 
it aU mean I what are yon thinking 1 " 

Acute suspicion woke in Nina. " If you really d(m'fe 
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know," she said, hei hand on the dooi to depart, " I'll 
tell you — ^to-morrow. For to-night we have had enough 
excitements. Gk>od-Qight, and — keep the dooi looked." 
With which cryptic sentence ahe vaniahed, and Cyn^ 
thia, definitely convinced that thia was the most un- 
pleasant evening of her life, lay down again and tned to 
woo back slumber. 
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" rTTRAT," said Nioa, " ia trbat miuiuge means." 

X She sat on the edge of Cynthia's bed, looking 

cool and fresh after hei morning bath, her dressing- 
gown open to the waist, showing the daintiest of under 
garments, all filmy lace and pink libbons. She smelt 
sweet too, for her bath had been scented, uid every morn- 
ing when she stepped oat of it and dried herself she pow- 
dered her body from top to toe with delicate fine, per- 
tnmed powder. Everything to do with the care and 
comfort of her body was exquisite with Nina ; it was 
only her mind that she kept unclean, imd stored with 
nastiness. 

Some of this she had been onfolding to Cynthia this 
morning, poor little oroahed, for the moment almost 
broken-hearted, Cynthia, who lay being her instructor, 
the colonr wiped from her child-face, her eyes robbed 
of their youth and joy of living. 

" Why do women bear it t " she asked dully. 

Nina looked at her and laughed. To do her justioe 
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she had not the dightest'idea of how pTiithia was looking 
at the question, I^a had pat the matter bratally, 
coaiselj, because the mind shut in behind hei beautiful 
body was coaise and evil. She churned foi heiself 
that bei outlook on things was natural and unashamed. 
But Natoze is not evil ; it is mea and women who make 
out of nature vice unbelievable. The knowledge that 
Nina was so pioud of was not the truth of unashamed 
Nature, it was the horrible low gleanings of vice, of 
things learned in secret and spoken of in whispen hy 
people who move about the world like poisonous germs, 
infecting all they come in contact with. 

" It is not a question of bearing it," she answered now. 
" Borne women like it. Why, some men " 

Cynthia saw a prospect of more horroiH before her 
and moved hastily. " Please don't tell me any more," 
she begged. " I feel as if I never wanted to know any- 
Uiing again." She got out of bed and moved across to 
the window, her unbecoming garment clinging to her in 
stifE lines. " It isn't as nice a world as I thought it 
was," she whispered half to herself. 

"My dear," remonstrated Nina from her perch 
on the bed, " looked at properly it is amusing, whidi 
is more to the point. And as for knowledge — well 
supposing you had married Clfflmel without knowing, a 
bit of a shock that would have been, wouldn't it i " 

Cynthia shivered. Clennel, to her present warped 
vision, was assuming dreadful proportions; the very 
memoiy of lus kisses filled ber with a shame that was 
almost agony. If what ICna said was really true, what 
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had \am hebind tis love-makiiig that she had been so 
piood o{ ? If this was what man's love, lihat she had 
BO long dieamt and idealized about, meant — ^if — sud- 
denly wild hope leapt to life in Cynthia's heart. It might 
not be true. She woold wait, would make no judgment 
ontal she had seen Mattie and asked Mattde foi the 
truth. 

She turned from the window. " I tun going to have 
my bath now, Nina," she said, *' and catch the earliest 
train back home I can. .Will you help me not to see 
Gennel before I go ? I couldn't somehow face turn, 
and yon can explain — say I am not awfully fit, oi some- 
thing," 

" 111 tell him bfi over last night," Nina agreed, " and 
make him hide a diminished head for a bit ; but you 
aren't going to break things ofi,aie yout Getting mar- 
ried ia all in the day's work, old piV 

" I don't know," admitted (Tynthia. " I must get 
away; I must think tJliings out for myselt Yon will 
help me, won't you, Nina } " 

" Of conise I will," — Nina slipped ofi the bed and 
collected her stray belongings — " and you will pro- 
bably feel all right about it to-morrow. Clennel will 
be a tiresome husband so long as he is in love, but he gets 
over his attacks very quickly." 

Clennel, whom she found later on in the morning, 
sulky and mis^sble, waiting for Cynthia in the dining- 
room, she duly told off as she had said she would. He 
gathered from her remarks that Cynthia was too deeply 
offended to wish to see him that day, and that she would 
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write to him from Dampness wheoi she reBcfaed there. 

" It's ycfoi fanlt, if she is all that," he expostulated 
fiercely; "yon have been giving her some of yonz 
damned views." 

Bat he was sufficiently ashamed of himself not to 
ignore Cynthia's reported wishes. So Cynthia, avoiding 
detection and saying good-bye to no one but Mrs. 
HichardsoD and Nina, who drove her to the etataon, 
made her escape. 

In the train that was bearing her back to Dampness 
and Mattie she gathered heart almost to believe that 
Nina's statements must have been dreadfully exaggerated 
if not most of them false ; they could not be entirely dis- 
lodged, however, and Cynthia was ill at ease, acutefy 
comcious that the truth must be investigated as soon 
aa possible. She waited, pushed to silence by sheet 
nervousness, until the second day of her return before 
disburdening her heart to Mattie, then she chose theiz 
own particular time, when, with the babies in bed, and 
Major Redwood at work in the study, Mattie and sh* 
had the drawing-room unintermptedly to themselves. 

" Is it true, Mattie," she asked at the &id of the 
tdling, "that is all I want to know? — ^isittruet Oh, if 
it is," she went on impetuously, for Mattie's strange 
silence was bringing despair to her heart and she stood 
up, " just say so quickly, Mattie, say yes or no, I shall 
understand why you can't talk of it." 

" It can't be answered like that, dear," Mattie spoke 
slowly ; she knew full well the dangerous path her feet 
were on; and she wanted time to choose her words well. 
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B most of what yon have heard is so faatefnlly 
evil, and yet behind it lies the giain of truth. Life ia 
difteient to what we dieam and plan and hope, marriage 
is a mysteiy we cannot talk of or explain in any way. 
That side of it, the idea that yon are facing with soch 
honor now, Cynthia, connts for so veiy little to most 
women — if you love the man." 

" But is that love 1 " asl^ Cynthia, her face 
rigid. 

Mattifl struggled with the truth and voiced it aa it 
appeared to her. " Ko," she admitted ; " not love, at 
least aa I know it. Love means so much mora, it 
means jnst everything in the world. Passion," she 
paused a little over the woid, " and love go together, but 
passion ia not love." 

"Then behind all men's love," ai^ed Cynthia, 
" there is something hideous and honible." 

" Ko," said Mattie again. She stood up and put her 
hands on Cynthia. " IThat b not tme either. Oh, 
don't think, little sister, that I don't understand how 
you feel ; I too have faced that fright when my dreams 
&Oed me. But it is not hideous or horrible, I can't 
explain ; when you have le&mt to really love yon will 
nndeiBtand." 

" No," answered Cynthia, and passionate resentment 
Tang in her voice, " I shall never understand. You 
have brought me up on lies, lies — why have you done it, 
why ! " Her ^es, accusing and angiy, fell before the 
hurt look in Mattie's. " Lies about love," she went on 
hurriedly, " about the beauty and wonder of it ; and all 
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tiie time," her Toioe btolK, " oh, Mattie, why do yon Eve 
like that, how do yon bear it t " 

" Yon aie looking at it from Boch a wrong ptunt of 
view," begged Mattie. " There is nothing in it to hart 
<me OT make one ashamed. Won't yon trust me, dear f 
If the idea is so terrible to yon it mnst be becanse yon 
don't love Captain Richardson. Pat it aside, don't many 
just yet, wait tall the right man comea along ; he will be 
able to sti^ghten this oat fin yoa as not even I with 
all my love can do." 

" I shall never many," answered Cynthia. She had 
suddenly grown very quiet and she moved from Mattie 
over to the door. " I am sorry if I have been rode, 
Mattie," her voice was studiously polite, " but all this 
has been rather a shock to me. I shall never marry," 
she repeated, and the hurt child came to the sur- 
face again. " Life is hateful, hateful," she whis- 
pered, and went oat banging the door to behind 
her. 

Tragedy may have lain, probably did lie, in Cynthia's 
heart, but her behaviour for the next four months was 
that of a spoilt and sull^ child. She nursed what 
appeared to be a secret grudge against Mattie, and b 
some curious way, because Cjmthia found stubborn 
occasion to hold her in the wrong, Mattie herself laid 
all the blame at her own door. It was her fault, she 
told herself over and over again, her fault, for not having 
faced the problem of telling Cynthia sooner. There 
were days when Mattie felt as if she had failed in hec 
promise to the dead mother whom she had so dearly 
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loved, and tlie thcmght brought almoet anguisli to 
hei heart. 

(^thia wrote Cleimel the day after her interview 
with Mattie, and first Bhe took hia photograph from 
where it stood on the little table by her bed and laid it 
face downwards in the bottom drawer of her cnpboard. 
Glennel had lied to her too, in word and act and look ; 
she could find nothii^ in her heart for him but shrinking 
horror. 

" Dear Glennel," she wrote, even under the circnm- 
stances ' Captain Bichardsoa ' would have been abeuid, 
" I am writing to break oS our engagement. I cannot 
marry you ; please do not think I shall ever change my 
mind. I cannot give you any reason, it is just that I 
know I do not love you. I would rather you did not 
come down here or even write to me, and I will get my 
brother-in-law to pack up your ring for you to-morrow 
and send it back. I am sorry if this letter hurts you, it 
is impossible for me to write anytlung else." 

Black rage took Clennel by the throat as he read ; if 
Nina had been in the room he woold have killed her first 
and thought about it afterwiods. He had absolutely no 
doubt but that Nina had stufied up Cynthia with some 
kind of horrible tale, and if Cynthia had repeated it to 
the Redwoods his chances of ever seeing her again 
would be small. But, however small, he must take 
them. Cynthia bad loved him, he was convinced of 
that. 

He went to Dampness forthwith and was received 
by Mattie in the drawing-room — Mattie who had never 
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li^d the man, bat who was B0117 {at him notwith- 
■tandisg. 

" Cynthia won't vt<o see 70a," she told him, " I 
have tried to peaasde her; I think she owee it to yon, 
bat she ifl stubborn. I have nerez been able to make 
Cynthia do what she did not wish to do." 

" But why, what is it all about t " asked ClenneL He 
walked reatleesly abont the room and Hattie stood by 
the £ie watering him. " It has been a bolt bom the 
bbie,Mi8. Redwood. I give yon my word," — ^hetnmed 
tofaceher — "I hadnoidea itwasooming. Ithas hit 
me pntty badly," he said, and dropped mto a chair, 
hiding his face in his hands, 

Mattie moved over to bim impuhuTely, ahe ooold not 
bear to see any one hurt. 

" I know," she aaid ; " I am most dreadfully sorry for 
yon. We, my hnsband and I, never liked the wedding. 
Cynthia is so young, so changeable. But I would not 
have had this happen tor anything. She is hurting yon, 
she is hurting all of ns, she ia hurting, perhaps, heneU 
most of alL" 

" Then you think she still loves me," asked Clennel. 
He lifted his head to look at her, 

" No," answered Mattie, " no, it is better you should 
understand that at once. She has never loved yon, 
she only thought she did, there is nothing in her heart 
that you conid touch ot teach." 

"I don't believe you," sud Qennel hoarsely. Ha 
stood up. " Cynthia did love me, I would have staked 
my etemi^ on that. You are lying to me because 
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yon want to keep me from hei. No, I ftpolcgize foi that,** 
lie corrected haatily. " I ought not to have said it. 
Bub yon aie mistaken, Un. Redwood, I know she loved 
me." 

" Love doesn't change like that, in a breath," Uattie 
answered. " If I thought ahe loved yon, I would tell 
it yoa heie and now." 

It was all the comfort he conld get, and, not wishing 
to make himself absolutely ridiculous, he bad to leave it 
there. HajorBedwood, out of a mistaken sense of polite- 
nees, insisted on accompanying the guest to the railway 
station. So often does tragedy vei^ on comedy, for 
Hajoi Iledwood being polite to some one he heartily 
disliked was the very essence of comedy. 

It is to be doubted that, even if Clennel had been firm 
in his efiorts to overcome her resistance, Cynthia would 
have given in to him. As it was, he did not, after that £ist 
efiort, make any further attempt. He wrote one letter, 
full of passionate appeal, which remained tmanswered, 
and then pride came to his aid ; he had never had to beg 
favouiB from women ; he would not b^ twice even 
to Cynthia. He cut her rigidly out of bis life after 
that, the one good influence that had ever entered' it, 
and went back to Malta with a devil of hurt pride 
and crushed love in his heart. The combined efiect 
was not good for bis character. Stories were afloat about 
him before the year was out that must have made the 
Bedwoocis devoutly grat^ul that he was not their 
brother-in-law. 

" For that matter though," Major Redwood irritably 
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lona^d when tibey veie disciusiiig th« qoestioa otu 
day, " it would do youi natec a lot of good to many a 
man who woold smack hei. It is wliat aho wants ; wish 
she waa a Ht yoongei and I would do it mysell Lot 
of baamy lot taking np an attitude like this abont men, 
and tzeatang yon and me as if we wen immoral 111 
tell yoa one thing, Hattie," — ^hia good-natoied face 
BBBomed a severe acowl — " I don't think I am going 
to stand it much longer ; 111 take hex in hand myself 
shortly." 

'Oh no, Jimmie, please not that," be^ed Uattie, 
No one except heiself undeistood Uajoi Redwood's 
tSatb to improve theoL " Bat ahe is rude to yoo. I 
ean make nothing of her, she doesn't seem even to Hke 
ns any more." 

" She is a damned nngratefol ohit," exploded Major 
Redwood. Had he not seen the hoit wonder in Mattie's 
eyes time and again at Cynthia's conduct. " What she 
wants ia a man, and one, I repeat, who will amack hei at 
that." 

Bat the mother heart ioMattie realized only that her 
one ewe lamb had gone sadly astray. What mattered it 
that ninety and nine shoold be safe in the fold t The 
hanger of het love cried for the one outside, and the 
world, because of the shadow between herself and 
PTnthia, seined sadly oat of joint. 
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BBOTUKBLT COUNCIL 

FBANE WESTON, the Westone* only brother, fat 
a trifle pompoua, yet, withal, jovial, type of the 
men who for over a centniy have been turned oat by the 
UniveiBitiefl to goTem and rule and lead in the right 
path onz peoples in the tax East, airived in England 
towards the end of May and came straight down to spend 
the fiist month of hia leave with the Redwoods. Inci- 
dentally he wished to inspect his youngest sister, Cynthia, 
who had had the temerity to bieak oS. her engagement 
to a leally wealthy and suitable male. Frank Weston 
had only one idea and ideal for womankind — that of wife 
and mother. His opinions, for instance, on the subject 
of Bufiragettcs were sweeping and instantaneous. 

" Give them each a man and let that said man see that 
they have a bal^, and there will be no more talk of 
votes." 

Peihaps long Hojoum in the East had led him to adopt 
this Eastern view of women, for another favourite pie- 
c^ of his was : " If England is to be saved from the 
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disgrace that these wild unoociipied womeo ue bringii^ 
on her, polygamy must oome into bshion agtin ; vomen 
must be seclnded under a haiem system." 

It was opinioDB of this sort, voiced with s pompoos 
disiegaid of there bong any other view possible or soist- 
ble, t^t ronsed, in C^this at least, flaming indignation. 
She had known veiy little of her brother np till then, as 
his life's work had taken him abroad even before she had 
left the nnrsery, bat hw memories of him had always 
been as of some la^o ncnsy bully, who was forever 
palling her hair and boghing at her righteous indigna- 
tion. He had always had a laugh that filled whatever 
loom he might be in, only now it was turned against 
something that pTnthia was beginning to know is a 
Cause, too holy and just for any one's laughter — the 
Keedom of Women. 

Bedwood and his brother-in-law had, until this visit, 
found veiy little in common with each other. They 
belonged, for one tlung, to professions that have never 
socoeeded in unalgamating, dee^Hte the many battles 
tliey have foo^t, in India especially, standing shoulder 
to shoulder. To the heaven-bom civilian of India 
the soldier has always r^nained an ununderBtandable, 
unappreciated quantity. On this occasion, however, 
Bedwood and Weston undoubtedly fraternized, and 
B^ank learned before he bad been in the house a week all 
about what Major Bedwood described as Cjmthia's 
notions. 

With this inf ormatioii behind him, he tackled Mattie on 
the following day, Mattie was four years older than 
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Frank, bat that did not pievent him from addnsring lier 
in exactly the same half -bantering tone that he adopted 
towards Oynthia. As has been remaiked, Frank Weston'A 
views on women were limited, he never made thft 
mistake of treating them as intellectnal eqnals. 

" What ia all this about Cynthia r* he asked. "Why 
was the eogagemoit broken oS! It sounded a most 
suitable ana^igement." 

Mattie looked up at him. Kot for a mom^it did Bh» 
propose to try and explain to her btothei aU the diffi- 
culties of the situation, only just for one second and 
before tackling it at all she wanted to know if, in ttoB. 
finished product of Cambridge and the Indian Civil 
Service, she could trace any leeemblance to the brother 
she had known aa baby and boy. Hei eyes fell away 
from the search unsatisfied, and she answered meekly, — > 

" Cynthia didn't love him. Besides," she flushed a- 
little as she bent over her work, " there is no hnny 
about her marrying, Frank ; she is very, very young." 

"I daresay," agreed her brother. "Still, itwaa apity 
not to get hei settled. It wiU be a weight ofE our minds- 
when she is satisfactorily mairied." 

"Happily married," corrected Hattde gently. 

"My dear giri, it is t^e same thing," retorted her 
brother. " If you many a giri young enough to a suit- 
able man, properly selected, of course she will be happy. 
Witness your own case ; you don't attempt to argue that 
you were paatdonately in love when yoa matried." 

" Perhaps not," answered Mattie. 

** Well, and what about now ! " Weaton laughed, as 
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if hmnotiiing ft fractioiis aigumentative child. "I 
gather yaa aie a £aiily satufaotoiy wife, and ^Q don't 
look unhappy." 

" I have been, and am, more happy than I can Bay," 
Mattie acknowledged. " It I had been sore that mar- 
riage with Oapt. Biohaidson would have brought the 
Bome happinees to Oynthia, I would have tried to per- 
suade her. Bnt I wasn't sure," — she lifted her head and 
glanced out at the garden, where the youngest Bedwood, 
under the watchful eyes of a devoted nurse, was learning 
to walk. Would happiness for Cynthia lie in the poe- 
session of such an ontlook } Would babies take the place 
in the long run of all the most wonderful dreams in the 
world t That was the qaestioD. " He wasn't a good 
man," she went on, turning to her brother again, " at 
least, perhaps I have no ngtit to judge, for instinctively 
I never liked him. Beeidee, I could do nothing, in any 
case ; Cynthia made op her mind without asking me." 

" That is exactly it," agreed Weston. " It appears 
to me that Cynthia does veiy little consultiiig of any- 
thing except her own feelings. You have spoilt her, 
Hattie, that is about it." 

" I suppose I have," Mattie agreed. " I wanted bo 
much that she should be happy, that she should have 
the same good times to look back on that you and I have, 
Frank. I tried to fill every place in her life with happi- 
nees, so that she should never miss the love that had to 
go out of her life when father and mother died." 

Frank shifted hia feet, his face assuming the blank 
expression habitually adopted by some men when theiz 
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women-kmd become aentimentaL He had a well 
ingzained and tlioroiighlT' enocnuaged dislike joi any- 
tliingthat appioaohed depth of feding; almost unknow- 
ingly it struck him as undignified, oertainly nmnanly. 

" Tes, I quite see," he agreed hastily as soon as he 
oould get a word in, " and I am sure you have succeeded. 
The question now is, what is the next beet move. Yon 
and Bedwood go abioad, don't yon, at the end of this 
yeai." 

" We believe so," answered Mattie. There was none of 
hei old playteUow left ; why had she tried to find him f 

" Well, my proposal is that I should take my turn ab 
Cynthia." She had known it was coining, but how cold 
the words struck on Mattie's heart. " 111 take heE back 
to India with me in August, and I guarantee to find her 
a choice of husbands in the first season. She will enjoy 
the life, and with crowds of yoong men to fetch and carry 
for her and to make love to her, these sufEragette notions 
will soon vaniah, you mark my words." 

He paused, and silence fell on the room, except for the 
cliddng of Mattie's knitting needles. " What do yoo 
think of the idea ? " he asked at last. 

" Will you ask Cynthia first ? " said Mattie. She 
stood up ; Cynthia's voice oould be heard Jn the hall 
asking for every one's whereabouts. " I shall hate to 
part with hei, but that is probably selfishness. Once or 
twice lately it has struck me that she is not happy with 
us any more. We cannot keep even the smallest of 
them babies for ever." There was an odd break in her 
voice and she turned away again abruptly to the window. 
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Weston asked Oynthia. H« undoobtedlj did ib on 
«n nnfoctnnatfl dayaad hi amistaken manoet. He liad 
that moming at lunch held forth in his most dictatorial 
iashion on the subject of women and women's rights. 
Perhaps because the day's papei had been foil of 
accounts of hnnger stxikes and window-smashing ladies, 
perhaps because he was blissfully nndei the impression 
that ikm he paved the way to his talk with Cynthia. 

" AU these Burplns women," he sud, " require to be 
deported ather to the colonies or to a desert island — 
soon bring them to their senses — lack of men. Of course, 
it is hard lines on them that there is such a shortage of 
m^i in England these days ; that is the real probkm, 
and that is what makes me 8ay,send them to the colonies, 
for piefeience, where there are m^i actually wanting 
wives." 

" Feihaps some of us don't want hUBbands," pot in 
Cynthia. 

" Don't know what is good for you then," lauded her 
brother good-humouredly. " Woman's place in nature 
is to be a wife and motiber. Lot of tot talked about 
woman's work for the nation ; only good thing th^ can 
really do for the State is to provide it witii sons." 

After a lunch punctuated with remarks of this sort, he 
and Cynthia went for a walk together across the golf- 
courae down to the sea waU. 

" What do you say to coming back to India with me, 
young lady t " he asked when they hod reached the 
some sea wall and after a rather silent interval had held 
them. 
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Cyntbia faced him ; all the way acioss the golf-coniBe 
hex mind had been Beething with indignation. In her 
eyefi, for the moment, her brother had taken on all the 
most evil chaiaoteiiatica of the sex she was on the verge 
of hating. 

" Are joa going to find a husband for me t " she asked. 
He was quite incapable of reading the depth of her scom. 

" Probably," be admitted ; then he laoghed and 
patted her on the Bhoolder, " if 70a don't find one for 
yourself, that is to say. You will have a good time 
choosing, Cynthia." He was honeatly rather pleased 
vith bet for being nice to look at. 

"I don't mean ever to many," stated Cynthia 
firmly. 

" What are 70a going to do T '* asked Weston still 
humorously. He sat himself down on the stone wall uid 
produced a pipe from his pocket. 

" If, as you and all other men try to pretend," re- 
torted Cynthia, her bead up, fierce colour in her cheeks, 
" there are only two ways open to women — either to be 
the mothers of your children, or the bad women of the 
streets — I will be a bad woman bat I will never, never 
marry." 

The tobacco spilt from Weston's poadb owing to the 
fact that he held it npside down unwittingly. He was so 
gominely shocked that for the second it had the same 
effect as a violent blow on the chest would have had ; his 
face matched Cynthia's in colour. 

" What on earth do you mean by making statements 
of that sort ? " he asked finally. 
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Cynthia's anger liad a little cooled ; letting off steam 
is a valuable help in moments of intense rage. 

" I suppose 70a aie the kind of man," — hei yomig ejea 
swept OTei him scornfolly, — "who would think it disgosfr- 
ing for women to know or speak the truth about life. 
Ob, I can quite nudentand why yon want to keep qb 
blindfolded, innoc^it, I suppose yon would call it, until 
you have trapped us into marriage, because otherwise 
there would be so many of us who wouldn't many. 
Unfortunately, the bandage has slipped from my c^es 
just a little too soon," 

Weston replaced his pipe and what was left of the 
tobacco in his pocket. This was no time for smoking ; 
cool judgment and tact were caUed for, 

"Look here, Cynthia," he said, his voice weighted 
with btotheily admonition, " you are talking like a 
damned little fool, and about subjects you ought not even 
to be thinking of. Where on earth you can have picked 
up such ideaa passes my comprehension, but if you take 
my advice you won't air them again. To yonr inex- 
perience they may sound delightfully wicked; as a 
matter of fact, they are the worst kind of drivel that 
I have ever heard. Now, let ua put all that aside and 
talk sense. If you are not going to marry, what are you 
going to do t You cannot go on living with Mattie ioT 
ever." 

" I can work, if Mattie is tired of having me " 
answered Cynthia, head still high in the air. 

" It is not a question of Mattie," put in her brother 
ponderously, " and what she feels about you. Hatti* 
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has shwbond and ohildren of her own, haTing selected s 
!i£e," — he could not reeifit the dig, — "whiesh you appear to 
think degrading. There may come a day when Redwood 
will think quite rightly that he would like to have hia 
wile and ffunily to himself. Yon have lived with them 
now for a good many years. Well, now, can't you see 
for yoniself how much better it would be for you to take 
unto youiself " — ^he waa trying to win back to a spirit 
of good-natuied chaff — " a husband and a home t Come 
out to India with me ; see life ; pat aside these absurd 
notions. You know, Cjmthia, the world has positively 
been run, ever since it first began, on these so-called de- 
grading lines." The aigoment was practically over he 
concluded, and he stood up, putting a kindly hand on her 
shoulder. " That is settled, then ; we wHl have a top hol« 
time together, you wait and see." 

" I would rather work," — Cynthia spol^ stiffly and she 
moved away from him. " I shall never think the same 
as yon do ; there would be no use my going to India with 
you ; I should know all the time that you were waiting 
for me to mury, and I cannot marry. It isn't any use. 
You say women have no right to think — at least, that is 
what your views amount to — ^I suppose you do not 
attempt to prevent them feeling. I feel I cannot marry." 

Weaton regarded her angrily ; she was really singularly 
irritating — women were ridiculously stupid at times. 

" You won't come with me, you are going to have the 
decency to leave the Redwoods in peace, I presume ; 
there is only one other path open to yon. Yon shall go 
to London and work, it may teach you sense. I will 
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allow yaa sufficient money to keep 70a ont of difficnlties, 
and make no other efiort to interfere with you." 

" I shall not reqniie youx money," Cynthia letoited. 
"I can earn what I shall require." 

" I am rapidly coming to the conclosion that you are a 
raving lunatic," answered Weston. " On this subject, 
at least, I refuse to argne with yon. The allowance I 
shall make is practically yoars by right. The family 
money went to educate me. When father was dying h« 
wrote asking me to promise to provide for yon and Mattie 
and mother so long aa any of you should need it, and I 
promised to myself, if not to him. You may be mad, 
but you are still my sister. I shall pay the lunatio 
asylum's fees when that is necessary." 

They walked back in silence — Weston sucking by this 
time, at his pipe, and pondering over the vagaries of 
females — Cynthia with burning cheeks and a wild impulse 
to weep in her heart. She had taken her first step to- 
wards freedom ; the courage in her veins seemed frozen 
at the prospect. 
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TEI FLEA OV TOOTH 

SUCH little thii^ can liappfln in life, little imim- 
portsDt eventa such as Isttgbter in the viong 
place, aogei where we looked to find sympathy, and t^e 
whole course and plan of the years is changed. At the end 
of things we look back, it is to be piesumed, and note how 
here great Btorms,theie impassable obstacles, had blocked 
onr way, so that it seemed as if no other path was open 
to us save to climb theii aidoooa he^ts or circumvent 
theii great depths. It has taken us years, nay, some- 
times, all ova lives, and wasted all oar strength to win 
past them. What caused them ? Just the reckless hand 
of pTOTideuce, that, r^aidless whether we win or lose, 
watches our pitiful efiorts with unchangeable mind T Or, 
more likely theory, are they brought about by unno- 
ticed incidents in oui everyday life, little events that 
passed unheeded into the deeps of yest^day, yet left 
such giant powers aetir against us i 

That short haU-houi, spent with her brother on the 
wall overlooking the sea at Dampness, changed onoe 
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and foierer the even tenor of Cjntliia Weston's life. 
If theii conversation Iiad veered difiereatly, perhaps 
even if WeetOD had not laughed and Cynthia had not 
loBt her temper, none of all that follows in this stoiy 
would have taken place. CyoUiia would have gone to 
India ; in three months — with the subject TrndiscusBed 
and onqoestioned — she would have (oi^otten or over- 
grown her dioproportionate view upon life; she would 
have married, and, as ia the plot of the old-fashioned 
three volume novel, marriage would have ended hei 
life story. It is right that it should ; a married woman 
has no story of her own to tell the world ; her histoiy ia 
bound up in those othei little lives she gives to life. 

As it was, with only s sense of splendid martyrdom— 
since no one loved her suffitaently to wish to understand 
her — and, but poorly supplied for the storms and 
deep vaters in front of her, Cynthia pushed off the 
small cockle shell of self into the ocean of life alone. 
That is put romantically; in plainer language, almost 
b^ore she realized that such was her choice, Cynthia 
found herself established in a select boarding-house in a 
deserted side street off Earl's Court, run by a kindly old 
woman for the express purpose of providing rooms— and 
food of a sort — at moderate rates for young girls em- 
ployed in one way or anothcE professionally. Frank 
Weston had settled it all ; Cynthia and Mattie never 
even talked it over. " Mattie does not wish me to stay," 
was Cynthia's outlook. " Cynthia does not mind what 
she does so long aa she gets away from me and the babies," 
Mattie's. Indeed, though strongly urged by aU her 
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love for pTnthia, iriiat a^nmeDts conld Mattde pat fortht 
And yet, how her heart ached, how her brain clamonied, 
to find some other way than this for her treasured darling. 

Frank was quite impervioua to arguments and quite 
good-humouredly pleaaed with the idea that life on her 
own for a bit would teach Cynthia sense. 

" I will bet my last rupee," he said, " that at the end 
of six months she will write and suggest coming out to 
me. Don't yon worry, Mattie, the passage money is 
put aside all ready." 

Xot worry ; it seemed to Mattie as if the cloud of won- 
derment and incessant worrying would neva lift from 
her brain again. 

" The moment yon are tired of it, the fiist second 70a 
want me and could really put ap with ns again," she 
b^ged, dining to Cynthia at the last, trying to swe^ 
aside the shadow that stood between them, " send for 
me, Cynthia. Ill come to yoo, if I oon, even from the 
other side of the world." 

Bat Cynthia refused to be moved from her chill abof- 
nees. She was hart heis^ at the position to which her 
own obstinacy had btooght her, and so much occupied 
with her own hurt that she had no time to notice 
Mattie's. 

"I shall be quite all ^gbt," she answered stiffly. 
" Frank has been T&ry generous about the allowance." 

" It wasn't money or want of money I was thinking 
of," persisted Mattie. She sat on the one chair which 
Cyntliia's bedroom in the new abode boasted ol The 
room was sparingly furnished and drab in its oma- 
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meatatdona ; the on« small window looked oat over a 
sea of innmneiable dumney pots, a law yellow fog held 
the woild OQtside. " It is the looelineea I am afraid of 
foi you, the loneliness and ugliness of jost all this." She 
indicated with a wave of her hand theii miromidings. 
*' I can't bear to leave you here. Give it Qp, dear, oome 
back to us. Yon may not always get on with Jimmie, 
but at the back of his badly expressed heart be is fond 
of you. Ton are oni oldest baby, none of the otheiB have 
ever taken your place." 

" I can't give up the life I have chosen," answered 
Cynthia. Mattie could not even gatboE that she had been 
touched by the pleadir^. " I have pat my band to the 
plou^, Mattie ; I won't turn back, not till I am beaten." 

What she really meant was — " I'll show Tj&nk he is 
wrong aboot wom^." 

Either way she was adamant ; aigoments against suoh 
an outlook were useless. With what amounted almost to 
despair, Mattie packed up her househohl gods and effects — 
Major Kedwood having been ordered to India — and said 
good-bye to Cynthia in one last painfally speechless inter- 
view. They sailed, the whole family, including two 
nuisefi, from Tilbury on November U, Frank Weston 
having taken hie depuliure two m^ earlier, and Cyn- 
thia, driving back from Fenchurch Street station whither 
she had gone to see them off, knew that she had 
definitely started on the TnnViTig of ber life alone. 

To begin with she made few friends, though she 
was from the first passionately eager to find a girl pal. 
There were twelve young ladies in the boarding-houfie — 
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ladies, CTnthia decided, waa a word that oownd a 
mnhitade of claonco. Her twelve oompanifina were 
lady-like, horribly so in deportment and table manneis, 
bat they lacked in stnne sort of way the bond of breeding 
which would have made friendship with any of them 
possible. Where therfr failed more than anywhere waa 
in th«i idea of humour— their laughter was a perpeliaal 
source of wonder to Cynthia. What did they find so 
refreBhingty hnmoroas in each other's coDversation t 
She earned for hemelf, she was to leam afterwards, a 
tepntstion for overweening conceit and stnck-njmees ; 
hei arrival at meals, oi her very rare visits to the 
sitting-room, caused a chill to fsJ!l over the gathering. 
The gurls had an irritating habit of whispering theii 
humour to each other if she was in the room, and 
of gigghng instead of laughing. Afore and more she 
drew away from them and took to spending all her 
evenings in her own room, till all pretence at friendship 
between them dropped. For work she had selected a 
secretarial training as likely to prove the most useful, 
and every day from nine to six she attended a school 
for shorthand and typewriting, applying herself stu- 
diously to a task which, from the very first, she hated. 
There, too, thoogh surrounded by girls of hei own age 
and more or lees her own class, she failed to make any 
particular friendships, though she undonbtedly^got on 
better with them in their joint work than she did with 
her house mates. 

How quickly her own social friends were to drop away 
from her she was not long in learning. Nina married the 
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vintei after CTnthia started life in London, and any 
slight bond that had beeo between them snapped from 
that moment. For the rest, her old world was not the 
same as her new one ; abe dropped oat of things ; one mnst 
make one's friends and life among the people one lives 
and woiks with, one cannot hunt with the bomids and 
run with the haie. Now and again a bachelor friend, a 
stray sabaltem of the Dampness days, wonld meet her 
I^ chance in the streets and would insist on learning her 
address and getting ap a dinner party and seats at the 
theatre in her bonom^. Bat always Cynthia came 
throu^ such featiTities with a vow that she would never 
indulge in them again. There were weeks at a time, 
after an occasion of that sort, when her surroandings 
and work would drive her to the verge of horrible despur, 
and she wotild sob into her pillow at nights that she waa 
an outcast, that her own world knew her no longer, that 
fihe was degraded in their eyes. A favourite quotation 
with her in those days was, " My feet have been in th« 
stocks and the iron has entered into my soul.*' 

It was all a great deal of fuss aboat nothing, but 
Cynthia was young enon^ to feel that the particular 
pin prick of the moment was as tragic as the whole world's 
woe. 

She had been at Urs. Broad's establishment three 
months when Elsie Hart first dawned on her horizon, 
Cynthia saw the new arrival at dinner, a faiz-haiied, eagei- 
faced gui, with a chin that thrust forward her face in a 
perpetual questioning of life. This intense eagerness 
went, cnriously enough, hand in hand with boredom. She 
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was, on that fixst eveniiig, so obvionBly bored with her 
Bnrroimdiiigs, bo Tisibly scomfol of her oompamona, 
that pTnthia was moved to an instmctiTe aympathj 
and understanding. After dinner, cold, unpalatable 
dinner, that was dail^ getting more difficult to eat, 
quite against her usual onstom, Cynthia invaded the 
Bitting-room. 

The new girl was sitting at the centre table, her long, 
boyiah figure practically spread out over it, writing 
letters. Cynthia, under a battery of ourioua eyes and 
suppressed giggles from the other occupants, took the 
chair opposite and produced her own writing-caae. 

" Have you got any blotting paper you could lend 
me 1 " she aslmd presently, glad to have found a suitable 
opening for talk. 

The other ^1 raised her head, " bother " written very 
clearly across her expressive featurea. " You can have » 
bit of mine," she said shortly. " I would rather tear it in 
half than paas it backwards and forwards all the time." 

It was not a propitious start. Cynthia withdrew into 
her shell and back to her bedroom. For several days the 
friendship got no further, then one evening, as Cynthia 
was making hei way along the dismally-lit passage to 
her loom, she passed lbs. Broad bearing a cup of thick 
gruel — inevitable sign denoting illness in one of the 
household. 

" Got an invalid, Mrs. Broad ! " she asked, pausing 
at her door. 

" Yes," the worthy woman answered, " and a very 
troublesome one, won't eat a thing I take her. It is the 
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new girl, Hisa Hart, next room to yova." She nodded 
her head ponderonsl; in the direotioD of the next door 
and passed on her way. 

Cynthia paused undecided, then on an impolae she 
went up to the door and knocked. 

" Oh, oome in," a fretful voice invited her, and Cyn- 
thia, pushing the door open, entered. 

Elsie Hart, looking more like a boy than ever, her haii 
in a pig-tail and broshed ofE her face, her figure encased 
in blight pink pyjamas, sat disconsolately on the edge 
of the bed. The room was gloriously ontidy, the window 
wide open, deapite the fact that it was distinctly cold 
and that there was no method of heating the top floor 
rooms in Mis. Broad's efltablishment. 

Elsie appeared more relieved than surprised at hex 
visitor. 

" It's you, is it } " she said. She turned sideways into 
bed and pulled the blankets over hei. " I thoi^ht it 
was that damned old fool again. I have been sick, and 
she is trying to stuff me with the moat disgusting mix- 
tniea — chocolato is the last idea. I shall be really ill," — 
hei eyea showed despair — " if she brings anything like 
chocolate in here." 

" I should think yon would catoh a cold in this 
atmosphere," Cynthia remonstrated; instinctively she 
was abeady tidying the room. " What has been wrong 
with you i " 

" Mother Broad's food, I expect," Elsie answered. " I 
say, don't bother about those things, I sm quite used to 
living in a pig-stye." 
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" It is pretty bad hen," agreed Oyuthia. Suddenly 
the deaiie for aelt-ezpiession came oo her; she looked 
across at the other giil and their eyes met. " Yoa feel 
about it as I do, don't you ! It ia all new to you, too," — 
to her own surprise her voice shook on the words a little, 
— " and it is hateful, isn't it I " 

Elsie's eyes held hera with steady understanding, then 
she looked round the room and out of the open window. 
" You mean — hate all this t " she asked. She stuck out 
her chin aggreasively. " It's hellish I " 

She said it so calmly that for a second Cynthia fo^ot 
to be shocked at the words, and even then the laugh thab 
followed was infectious, and she had to sit down on the 
edge of the bed and join in. 

" It was such a gloriously vivid way of expressing it," 
she explained a week or two afterwards; the two girls, 
by now close companions, were spending the evening 
in Cynthia's room. " I had berai putting up with it 
for three months and inwardly grousing all the time but 
I never thought of drag^g up language like that to 
apply to it." 

" It helps one, doesn't it 1 " admitted Elsie. She 
occupied the bed and was industriously pn£Sng at a cigar- 
ette, an achievement which filled Oynthia with admira- 
tion. " I thought of it first, at least I must have heard 
some disreputable old gardener use it in the first instance, 
but it came aptly to my lips for the first time, I mean, on 
an occasion when I got out of bed in the dark, and stubbed 
my toe on a chair leg. I have used it ever since to ex- 
press things that make my soul boil over and where aU 
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decent language fails me. It is getting vexy hackneyed 
htm." 

" I don't think things are ao bad, now that I have 
found you," Cynthia meditated. " What I was really 
longing for was some one to talk to ; I have never been 
silent for three months before." 

Elsie nodded. " Yes, I like taUdng too," she ad- 
mitted, " but that doesn't amount to a quarter of what 
I want." She sat up in bed, the cigarette disregarded, 
her face eager and aggressive. " I want life, and a good 
time, and money and nice clothes, and men, nice men-*— 
not dreadful creatures who are either clerks or shop- 
walkers, but men." She lay back with a little aigh, the 
life wiped from her face. " Do you know," she said, 
*' I can't bear to see the days go past, as they do, when 
they bring me nothing that I want, because every day 
brings old age nearer, and old age is hateful and ridicu- 
lous. Besides, one can't enjoy oneself when one is old." 
She threw herself back on the bed dramatically and 
qiread out her arms, staring up at the ceiling. " I want 
joy," she said, a certain passionate intensity robbing the 
words and action of ridiculousness, *' I want joy and 
life." 

Cynthia stared at her, a puzzled frown on her face. 

" I want all those kind of things, too," she acknow- 
ledged, "though I don't suppose I am as hungry for a 
good time as you are, because I have had mine ; but 
why men J " 

" Why men I " repeated Elsie. She sat up with a jerk. 
" Good gracious. West," it was Elsie's invariable custom 
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to can sD ffda by the fiist haii of their atinuuiu, " what 
an absnzd guestioD, and bom you too, who mngt haT» 
known men. Whereas I, well at home, then waa only 
dad and the gaidenei, not even a atiay cuiate. I havo 
never had an opportnnity of knowing, bat I am quite 
Boie I should like to have thiee oi f oui men paamonately 
in love with me." 

" Do yoQ know what it all means 1 " asked pTnthia, 
her eyes lowered, her face a little pink. It was the fint 
time the Bnbject had oome up between them, thongh 
everything else on earth had been discnsaed. 

Elsie studied the blush for a minute or two half quim- 
cally, then she threw back her head and laughed. "What 
a ridioolously tragic way to put it/'shesaid; "like the 
small boy in Punch, my reply is : ' Qam, mother, I have 
kept rabbits.' Of couise I know ; there aren't many girU 
who don't, nowadays." 

"I didn't," answered Cynthia. She lifted her head and 
looked out of the window ; even now she could hardly 
speak cahnly of that time. " When I heard aboat it first, 
I was engaged ; we were to have been married last May, 
Oh, Elsie, how can you laugh about it, treat it as a joke t 
For me it darkened just everything, it waa as if a great 
cloud came between me and all the beauty I had dreamt 
waa in the world — ^it was hideous, hideous." 

She covered her eyes with her hands aa if even at that 
moment they were facing something awful. Elsie's 
voice, calm and unruffled, broke th« intense moment. 

" I think that is the most unhealthy view of life I hav« 
ever heard," she stated. Cynthia dropped her handft 
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and Btaied with amazement. " Besides, wliat is all 
the fuBS about it f — ^yon don't even know what this self- 
flame clood consists ol" 

" But I do," asserted Cynthia. She put her hoiioi 
behind hei and faced the gneatdon bravely. " I found 
out. Another girl told me, to start with ; then I went 
with what I had heard to Mattie and I asked her if it 
vaa true, and I saw the truth more in her face than iu 
what she answo^d, because of course she tried to smooth 
things over. But '* 

"Words, all words and imagination," Elsie inter- 
rupted. " Things like that can't be put into words. 
You might as well try to explain Death, or God. Oh, I 
don't want to shock you. West, but I should like to shake 
you, you have taken up such a ridiculous position." 

She swung her legs ofi the bed on to the floor. " Be- 
sides," she went on, " it is outside what I was talking 
about for the moment. I allude to nice men and having 
« good time and you promptly plonge into one of the 
myvteries of ILEe with a pink face and soared eyes. What 
liappened, anyway, about your engagement ! " 

" I broke it oS," acknowledged Cynthia. For the first 
time since her interview with Nina, she had a feeling 
that perhaps she had be^i lidicnlous. 

" Because of what you had heard i " continued Elsie, 
curiosity the predominant note in her voice. 

Cynthia nodded. " Yes," ^e said, " and beoaose 
suddenly Ms kisses, the idea of his touching me, holding 
me, had become rqiulsive. I didn't ever want to see 
him again." 
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" Most have been because you didn't really love him," 
Elsie aigued wisely, " and your initial instinct was juat 
lookiDg for a chance to say so." 

"I didn't £eel like that before I heard," objected 
Cynthia. 

" Possibly not ; but if you had loved him do you think 
anything would have ooimted ? " Elsie stood up abruptly 
and moved over to the glass. " I wonder if any one 
will ever love me," she pondered, studying hei face. 
" Love is one of the things I want most, one leads about 
it, and beais about it, and talks about it ; would it be 
fail to make one go through life without feeling it ? I 
want love," she swept round suddenly on Cynthia, 
" not calm, placid, stay-at-home affection foi a man 
and children, which is what marriage amounts to, but 
that other love which has been at the bottom of all the 
great deeds of the world, something that will carry me 
right oS my feet and make me feel things. I don't 
mind what happens to me afterwards, if I can once feel 
that. That is what I am up here for," she went on more 
calmly, " to find life and live it before I grow old. Of 
course I didn't explain all that to father ; he would have 
had a fit ; but when I reached twenty-three without ever 
having seen a man except, as I have remarkedbefore, dad 
and the gardener, I knew that I must do something, and 
I made up my mind to come to London, and I have come. 
It isn't all that I hoped it would be," shi 
" yoQ and I and giils like us are like tn 
run down a shunting line. Life is ther 
the window and peered out, " fifl«liiT>g 
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foiwaids oD the mun lines. We aie out of it, shunted, 
mere looken-on. I Buppoae we could join in in a way 
if we liked to be bad, but vice without money is so tiid- 
eouBly ugly. Have you evei noticed that t I have, I 
have watched and stared and noticed. Those slinking 
women who creep along the streets, those horrible mea 
who leer at you as you walk past, those still worse im- 
possible young ones, who follow you and ask yon oilily 
to meet them outside the Tivoli and PiccadiUy Tube 
Station. As if that was what I wanted, I who want life 
and love and the wonder of living." 

She dropped her head suddenly on the window sill 
and Cynthia thought for a second that she was crying. 
Tears and Msie, they went so badly together. Moved 
with a quick desire to help, Cynthia leaned forward and 
put a hand on Elsie's shoulder. 

The ^I shook it oS and rose to her feet. 

" I am not howling about it," she stated fiercely, 
" don't you dare suppose I am, West. I am going to 
fight for what I want ; you wait and see if I don't get it.* 
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WITH aggieasiTe, thnut-onfc cliiii, eager, qaeation- 
ing eyes, Elne Hart faced li& and took it atorm- 
ilj. TbetwogiTU,8odifiereatmiiatiiTe8,Btnicknponeof 
those lasting and nnbieakable friendfihips which used to 
belong ezclnsively to men in the days when woman looked 
on woman only as a possible rival, but which are v^ 
fairly common in these days of bachelor gids. As David 
loved Jonathan, with a love passing the love of women, so 
Cynthia and Elsie giew together, with a love that never 
(ured itself as anch : tuiBentimental, staonch, holding as 
its fomidation a spirit of boyish comradeship. They 
did London together in their spare hours, for by now 
both of them were at work in different offices, Elsie with 
a solicitor down in the City, Cynthia as typist to a big 
firm in Grafton Street. They dined together at fanny 
little ont-of -tbe-way restaurants whose tariff came within 
their modest means, they spent innumerable evenings 
in the galleries of the different theatres, th^ took long 
walks together on Sundays — out to Kew Gardens or 
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acroflB tlie various paiks. Elaie even took CTctliia 
pnntiiig in Regent's Park one memorable Satuiday 
afternoon, and, but for the fact that she inadvertently 
fell in and mined what waa to have been her best summet 
ooat and skirt, the experiment might have been repeated. 
For Elsie, country bom and bred, longed inexpressibly, 
especially in summer, for country delights such as boat- 
ing, swimming, tennis, all of which were more ot lees 
denied her, the last named being too expensive and the 
two first being too popnlai with those whom Elsie Bweep- 
ingly alluded to as the vulgar herd. They did once, 
Elsie as usual the guiding spirit, lure bathing garments 
of a sort and sally out early one morning to a pond 
set aside for female bathing in Battersea Park, but 
after one glimpse at their fellow bathers Cynthia, foi 
one, had firmly refused to enter the water at all, and 
ev&i Elffle, undefeated as she had been on that occasion, 
never suggested a repetition of the experiment. 

Their amusements were perforce very limited and con- 
dsted chiefly in what they ooold derive by looking on 
at other people. Cynthia was in some odd way happy 
ffliough ; she had come through a storm to which had 
Biuxseeded the apathy of calm, but behind it all and ever 
beside hei, forbidding her to sink altogether into a rut 
of contentment, was Elsie's aggressive face, her perpetual 
strife against Fate. When, for instance, they walked 
along the lighted streets of an evening, Cynthia 
light-heartedly discussing all the events of the day, this 
incident or that in the office routine, Elaie would sud- 
denly puD her up with an exclamation to the eSect that 
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" Office iros a damnable institatioD and she didn't 
vish to hear about it." Then she would turn aaide and 
insiflt on watching the wealthy, go^eonsly attiied goests 
amving at the doors of the Carlton or Prince's, and — 
" It isn't fair," she would assert fiercely to the mildly 
aorprised Cynthia, " those girla aren't any better look- 
ing or any nicer than you oi I, and yet look at their 
clothes, see their men. That kind of man never looks 

St OS." 

" Why ia it," she asked disconsolately as they made 
their way home one evening after one of these feasts of 
the eyes had been mdulged in, "that that kind of man 
doesn't look at us ! The ones who chase me on occa- 
sions are always impossible bounders with foreign 
faces and pointed boots. Why cui't a really nice man 
with a motor-car," she was allowing her fancy to take 
high flights, " ask me to meet him somewhere t " 

Cynthia racked her brains dutifully; she had 
learnt a surprising amount of wisdcnn daring the last 
year. 

" I expect it is because they see we are the same as 
they are," she suggested, " and are afraid we might be 
friends of fiienda of theirs." 

" Rot t " retorted Elsie. "IhaveajoUygoodmind to 
speak to one of them myself one of these days. It ought 
to amuse them more to take ua out than the nasty com- 
mon girls one sometimes sees them with." 

She was perpetually seeing things, Slsie. Her eyes 
were so ei^er toi knowledge that nothii^ had the faiotest 
chance of escaping them, and whatever she saw was 
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passed on to C}mtlii& with added commoits. It waa 
Elsie who took Cynthia to the gallery of the Empire, 
mnch against the latter's better judgment, and opened 
her eyes to the aUnning conduct oi the gaudily diessed 
females in the lowei boxes. Elsie had a passion foi the 
gaUery of a theatre, not for the view it gave her of the 
stage, nor for its cheapness, though that waa no doubt an 
attraction, but because of the life she could watch going 
on underneath her in the rest of the house. To have 
her attention constantly called to this or that couple, 
because they were either holdii^ hands, or just rubbing 
shoulders, or staring at each other, was a dreaded Bourc« 
of uneasiaess to Cynthia. They reminded her of herself 
and Clennel, woke scarce understood sensations in hei 
heart. Elsie viewed them only with impish curiosity. 
She was a student of bmnan nature in that phase. 

" She is in love with him, and he is bored," she 
would decide definitely in one ^ance, or : " Look at 
him, Cynthia ; when a man gets that staring fit on it 
means he is very serious about it." 

And Cynthia would dutifully look and drop her eyes 
quickly ; the look on the man's (ace made her shiver. 

Towards the middle of their first summer Elsie sud- 
denly decided that not tor one week longer could she 
bear Mrs. Board's lodging-house. For some time past 
she had sternly refused to partake of any of the meals, 
eating instead biscuita and such like unhealthinesses in 
bei own room, and Cynthia with growing anxiety watched 
her friend visibly wilting ontD her face appeared all chin 
and eyes. The summer had been a hot one, and both gida 
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flagged onder th« strain of office thiongh the inteimmable 
smnmer days. Elsie seemed to feel it mote than CTothia 
evea ; her leatleas Bpiiit helped to wear the body ont ; 
she chafed at life, the high-walled houses stifled her, she 
oonld haidly diag her feet along the pavements for thai 
QBoal evening walk. She dropped all interest in their 
little amnsanents too, everything bond her ; in the 
spirit of Job she turned her face to the wall and longed 
for deat^ It was so nnlike Elsie that Cynthia became 
desperate in her efEorts to find something that woold 
wake her friend from the apathy that was sorroonding 
her, but all in vain ; then some chanoe oonveisation 
that aha overheaid between two other gjils gave her an 
idea. 

" Eov wonld you like, when we move oat of Mother 
Board's, to go into a little flat with me t " she asked Elsie. 
They had met as nanal after ofiBce on Saturday afternoon 
in the park, and with the glowing certainty of a week's 
pay in theii poises had expended 2J. each on armchairs 
because Elsie was tired. " I have heaid of one we conld 
get for 12«. 6d. famished a week, jnst two rooms and a 
sort of wee kitchen. We could do most of oui own cook- 
ing and get a woman in to do an horn's woik for 3«. a 
week." 

" A flat ! " the bond eyes lit ap fox a seoond, thm dark- 
ened again. "Don't suppose I oould aficod it," said 
Elsie morosely. 

Bat Cynthia had seen ha sign of hope. " Tea, yoa 
ooold," she ezphuned eageily, " I'll nm the flat, I luve 
got an allowance u well as my pay, yoa know, and oh I 



.(ji-vGooglf 



103 Blind Eyes 

how relieved I should be to get into Bome place really all 
out own, with no impossibly ladylike females to be for 
ever amused or disapproving. Ton shall pay me for 
board and lodging exactly what yoa pay Mrs. Board. 
Oh, do say yes, Msie, and we will go aod look over the 
place this veiy afternoon." 

" I can't come and hve on yoa," ai^ed Elsie fiercely, 
" just because yon have got an allowance." 

" Bat yon wouldn't be living on me," pleaded Cynthia, 
" yoa woold be paying for your half of the flat and for 
living expensee. If you find you can't a£Eord it, yoa 
needn't stay," she added artfully. 

Elsie aUoved heraelf to smile. " It does soond nice," 
she admitted. 

" Doesn't it," agreed Cynthia ; " and I have got po- 
tnies and curtains and cnshious of my own pacl^ away, 
we oould make it look pretty and like home. Think, 
Elsie, really like home to come back to in the evenings." 

" Yon will make it like home and I will live in it," 
supplemented Elsie. " You are a Uttle fool not to have 
married. West, when you had the chance ; it was what 
yoa were cut out for." 

Anyway she offered no farther objections to the plan, 
and together they sallied down to the wUds of Chelsea 
to inspect the new-found treasure. 

"Chelsea is Bohemian and artistic and literary," 
bubbled Cynthia, as they climbed ofi tbeii bus at Sioane 
Square and inquired the whereabouts of White's Avenne. 
" Can't you feel the atmosphere already, Elsie i look at 
the dear funny old houses, and there is positively a 
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man over then in a Blondi hat uid a flop black tie — he 
mMsb be an artist." 

Elsie g^ced across at the object of admiration cyni* 
cally, bat even she was a little excited at the piospect. 
" Yes, he ia an artist all right," she admitted grudgingly, 
" bnt one of the dirty on«. Still, there may be some 
sice ones abont." 

Their new abode (of coniBe they took it at once, fiery 
dragons in the path would not have stopped them ono» 
they had seen it), was the top floor flat in a qoaint, tnmb* 
. ling down hoose in one of the oldest parts of Chelsea. 
A stodio with a north light, as their would-be landlord 
gravely informed them. Cynthia and Elsie, a little oat 
of breath after climbing np two flights of remarkably 
steep stairs, jast squeezed each other's hands and tried 
to restrain the shout of joy that rose to thdr lips. It was 
Dndoubtedly an attractive little place, antidy perhaps, 
dirty, had they paused to run their fingers along the 
tables 01 shelves, bat high ap, breeze swept, 6hea- 
fuL 

" One positively looks oat on bees from this window," 
Elsie discovered, investigating the so-called kitchen. 

" And from this," Cynthia called back from the tiny 
little bedroom in the fnmt of the house. 

" We will leave it just as it is," stated Elsie ; her 
tiredness gone, she took complete possession of aflaiis. 
" Family pictures and cartajna and cushions would 
spoil it," she ghmoed severely at Cynthia. "We will keep 
it a stodio, not a diawing-room," she said, " with those 
dear funny old drawings on the wall, that ragged old 
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«nrtuii oT«r the window, these wicket oomfortabl* 
cliaiifl. I love it all, don't you. ? " 

The landlord, his shiewd eyes blinking under shaggy 
«yebrowa, watched their intense delight with amused 
tegiet that he had not asked a little more foi the lent. 

" Yoa aie getting it very cheap," he reminded them, 

"even with the extras " at the dismayed ezpteamoa 

which dashed across their faces his usually kind heart 
Tose to the occasion, " But there," he went on with a 
wave of his hand, " we will not say anything about ex- 
tras. Ton shall have it as it stands, with even the 
shillingsworth of gas still to nm in the metre, for 12«. id. 
» week." 

Which extiaoidinaiy generosity, considering the tent 
of the flat had been settled at 12s. for its very highest 
and the ffh'll'"g in the metre belonged to his last client, 
was a true indication of Mr. Mathews' nature. 

" He would sell the winding-sheet ofi his dead father," 
Mrs. Thomas e^lained to the two girls on the Sunday 
in which she helped them to moTe io. Mrs. Thomas was 
« small, withered, but intensely voluble charwoman, 
who saw to the well-being of all the othei inmates of 24, 
White's Avenue, and whom Cynthia bad engaged to 
undertake the arduous duties of washing up and gener- 
ally keeping the flat dean for the modest sum of 3«. a 
week. 

" She can't make our beds," Elsie had decided firmly, 
" she is too dixty, and we shall probably have to wash 
up everything after her ; still, I suppose she will do a 
certain amount of the dirty work for us." 
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" And she is awfully willing and anziooB to work," 
added Cynthia. " I leel we ought to pat up with hei 
if we can, she needs even ooz 3t. a week." Cynthia had 
already heard several rambling aoconnts of Mis. Thomaa' 
hard lot in life. 

" Oh, well, of course, if our munificent salary is keeping 
her and a large family of children out of the workhouse," 
Elsie agreed, " I can foresee that no amount of dirt and 
discomfort is going to persuade you to part with her. 
You are a soft-hearted ass, West." 

For that matter even she was bound to admit that 
Mrs. Thomas outwardly at least kept things remarkably 
dean and tidy. Cynthia once had the misfortune, on a 
morning when she happened to have a cold and couldn't 
go to office, to watch the process, but she was careful not 
to pass the knowledge thus gained on to Elsie. Mrs. 
Thomas' methods of dealing with uncleanliness were 
prompt and excessively rapid. From the dim recesses 
of a cupboard in their little kitchen, which room it may 
be noticed in passing was really only an alcove ofi the 
studio, a little lower than the rest of the flooring and 
reached by three steps, she produced a tiny, dingy- 
looking tin basin, and spreading a sheet of the moming'a 
newspaper on the top step placed the basin theieon and 
collected round it all the china and glass,, spoons and 
forks, saucepans and fiying-poDS, that had been used by 
the girls in their cooking of the night before and for 
■npper and breakfast. These arranged, as many of 
them as could be found room for in the basin and the 
test piled up waiting thdr turn, Uib. Thomas filled up 
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tile basin with boiling water and leaving the things to 
8oak — " It do belp in getting the grease ofE, quhb " — 
gathered her skiita lonnd her, stepped nimbly over the 
obstacle and proceeded to flirt with the dusting of the 
loom. 

On the ocoasion when Cynthia had the felicity of 
watching these prooeedinf^, Mis. Thomas was appar- 
ently chaiy of making too much dnst and limited her 
efioits very considerably. 

" I don't hold with deaning a place too thoroughly 
every day, do you, miss f " she asked Cynthia. " Don't 
seem to pay one somehow for the labour. Something 
what yon can put your back into and sonb. clean, is 
what I appreciate. Not that I don't have enough of 
that." She rested from hei l&bouis in the middle of the 
room, arms akimbo and face reminiscent of many things. 
" What with Misa Powell on the gntmd floor, for ever 
a nagging at me to scrub out her old bmler, and that old 
lady, down below you, so to speak, miss, who is that 
particular I daren't even let me hands be a bit dirty for 
her to see. Would you believe it, miss, I keeps one apron 
specially for that floor, this don't do for the likes of her." 
With the foreflnger and thumb of her right hand she 
elevated a comer of the remarkably diity piece of sacking 
which acted as apron and general dost sheet for her 
person. 

" It is difficult to keep clean when one has house- 
work to do," agreed Cynthia politely. She laid down 
her book since her attention was plainly being asked 
for. " Is Miss Powell very fussy about her flat I — Vf« 
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hare Devei met het, yaa know, but we do hear h«r 
sometimes talking to yaa in the moniing." Which 
wsa strictly tine, there wen mornings whea AGss Fowell'» 
voice, shrill and anthoritatiTe, Blled the whole house. 

" Talk, is it, miss t " iSa. Thomas shrugged her 
sbouldera and shook a lock of hair o& her forehead. 
" She can talk the leg oS a horse. Says she to me the 
other day after some long argnmcmtatioD about a milk 
saucepan what I had overlooked scrubbing out, ' Are 
you working toi the two new young ladies upstairs t * 
Yes, I am, says I. It being a straight question and 
calling for an answer, generally I keeps my mouth shut 
and lets her talk alone, bdng too busy to aigue. ' And 
nice easy young ladies they be to work for.' Meant 
that for a sort of snub for her, I did, miss. ' Careless 
and don't mind dirt, I expect yon mean,' says she, 
and I that took aback at her rudenesB to yoa as whom 
she doesn't even know that I couldn't say nothing 
for a moment. But there" — ^Mis. Thomas, glanced 
darkly at Cynthia — " what can one expect, a Boman 
Catholic she is, miss, always the ones for rude speaking." 

Cynthia bad to laugh at the depths of Miss Powell's 
summing up. "Tour water will be getting cold, 
Mis. Thomas," she ventured, nod^g in the direction 
of the unspeakable jumble adorning the top step. 

"That is the honest truth," agreed Mrs. Thomas^ 
" and here am I, so to speak, wasting my time chatting; 
with you, miss." 

She made a hasty dive back into the kitchen and witb 
what appeared to be a peculiarly greasy rag tied to 
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the end of a stick she did some huay woik in the swish- 
ing out of saucepans, etc. ETeiTtliing vas washed 
in the same water and dried with the same towel. 
Cynthia, feeling a little pale and somewhat as if she 
never wished to eat or drink again, watched the tumblers 
being given a final polish on the nnder side of Uis. 
Thomas's apron. 

" There," remarked that worthy, preparatory to 
removing the dish water, as the top flat's kitchen 
lacked a sink and all such thii^ had to be emptied 
downfituiB, "yoQll do now, miss," she glanced 
appreciatively round the room, "nice and clean till 
to-morrow." 

Despite this insight into her somewhat nndean 
habits, Cynthia remained loyal in her determination 
to put up with Mrs. Thomas, she knew that behind 
the dingy dirt and strenuous tongue wagging of the 
httle woman lay real atrenuous courage and grit. Mrs, 
Thomas worked and slaved and toOed to the best of 
her ability to keep a huefaand who drank and five little 
children whom she at least adored. It was a brave 
fight carried on i^ainst enormons odds. Cynthia learned 
in time honestly to respect iiia. Thomas, a feeling 
shared by all the other flat ownos, including ev^i 
grim Boman Catholic Miss Powell. 

Mr. Mathews, th^ erratic landlord, was the peisou- 
ality in their new abode in which Cynthia and Elsie 
took the most interest. Elsie summed him up rather 
dramatically. 

"He is a mystery," she decided, "and probably 
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an unceitified limatio ; vs ought to be very careful 
of him." 

" His eyes, somehow, m&ke me feel sorry for him," 
said Cynthia, " they are like some great dog's, and aa 
if he was always afraid of something hurting him." 

" Perhaps he is an escaped criminal," was another 
theory of Elsie's, " he is dirty enough for anything. 
I hadn't noticed his eyes, bnt he evidently weans bis 
hair long as a sort of disguise," 

" Mrs. Thomas says he is a miser," Cynthia pot in, 
" and that she is never allowed inside his room even to 
■weep. Yesterday when I vent down to pay the rent 
he opened his door himself and peered at me in such 
an odd way. I could just see a bit of his Eoom, it was 
awful. I believe he sleeps in hia clothes and eata out of 
the same plate as the cat." 

" Ugh I " shivered Ehne, " what a disgasting idea. 
I tell you what, West, we will have to decide on keeping 
that one chair for him and that cushion, and for any- 
one else it will be taboo," 

For Mathews occasionally, in an odd furtive way 
peculiar to all his actions, would favour them with a 
visit in the evening, and, once inside the room and his 
nervousness vanquished by their friendliness, he could 
become quite interesting, talking in a rambling way 
of subjects dear to his heart, such as spiritualism, 
ghosts, meemerism, hypnotism. He talked mainly 
to Cynthia ; perhaps instinctively in her he recognized 
the weaker, more feminine character of the two, 

" I could mesmerize yon in five minutes," he would 
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e&y eamefitl^, letming forward in his diur, rmuung 
his fingers through his untidy hair, " you are a bom 
medium. Aitex one or two sittings there would be 
nothing I couldn't make you see or do." 

" Why not me t " asked Elsie, the inevitable c^arette 
in her fiugen, her eyes investigating aa usual. " Why 
shouldn't I be able to see ghosts and things } " 

Some shade of worried perplexity always descended 
on MatiiewB when threatened by a straight question, 
his eyes blinked and wavered. " I don't know," he 
answered ; " yon are not psychic, Miss Hart." 

*' Too strong willed, do you mean ? " queried Elsie. 

*' No, not that exactly," he would tug at his ragged 
hair when driven into these oomeis, " bnt not 
sympathetic. Now Miss Weston is totally difEeient; 
her eyes give her away, I could show yon things," he 
leant forward and stared at Cynthia ; " will you let 
me try I it is interesting." 

But Cynthia was firmly unwilling, she would not 
even consent to a table-turning stance, though Elsie 
did her beet to persuade her on that point. " It is not 
like being hypnotized," she ugued, " the man can't 
£et any power over you : do try, just for the fun of 
the thing. West." 

" I am ridiculously frightened at the idea," argued 
Cynthia, and from that standpoint nothing would 
move her. 
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IT was indiiectly tliroagli Msthevs and Mathevs' 
desire to mesmenze h«r that Cynthia first becams 
aware of the piesenoe of Ted Hunter in hei life. He 
liad been np till then merely one of the indefinite figoies 
that moved bactwaids and forwards across her days 
in oflSce. There were a great many of these same figuies ; 
Mi. Thompson for one, general manager of the biudneflB ; 
Mr. Townsend, a rough-voiced, large-boned, good- 
natured man who reigned in the reception room and 
dealt, generally speaking, with the dictating of Cynthia's 
letters ; Mias Richards, a pretty, ansemic-lookdng girl, 
with hur that continually needed arrangement in what- 
ever glass was handy and talon-like fingers, the nails 
of which she was for ever polishing. Then there was 
the stafE of apprentices, yonng girls with thdr luur dther 
down or in a transitory stage of black bows and half 
pigtails, and one or two young men. Tagne, indefinite 
pasonalities all of them, perpetually talking in whispers 
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among themselTea of vhat " he uud to me and I then 
said to him." Cynthia was on fairly friendly teims 
with all of them with the exception of Miss Richards, 
who appeared to regard her with imlimit«d dislike, 
but then Miss Bichaids was admittedly hard to get on 
with, faaviog a peculiarly spiteful aversion to any 
one of her own sex under the i^e of forty. Even 
Townseod, in all his noisy desire for some one to talk 
to, never succeeded in getting beyond the barest 
ensfaange of civilities with Uiss Richards. 

But though she spent all hei days with them, and 
learned during varied scrape of conveisation nearly 
all their various family histories, they yet remained 
vague forms to Cynthia. Probably because hex friend- 
ehip and life with Msie was at that time occupying 
her attention ; and Elsie was so sweeping in her assertion 
that there could be nothing in the leaat interesting in any 
one that had anything to do with an office. Ted Hunter, 
for instance, until that aftemooD when mesmerism 
was the subject chosen for discussion by IGss Richards 
at tea-time, had never even taken definite shape in 
Cynthia's eyes ; she could not have described what 
he looked like, nor the colour of his eyes or hair. He 
was a person upon whom the rest of the stafE expended 
an unlimited curiosity, but that she did not know ; and 
she had even on one or two occasions heard his eyes 
alluded to as beautiful, but otherwise Cynthia was 
blissfully nnconsdous of the man. Then, on this after- 
noon, Cynthia, having at tea told them about Mr. 
Uathews and his fervent admiration of her as a medium. 
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fonnd Ted Huntei stiangety interested in the discnfimon. 
After she had gone back to hec own little room when 
ehe spent most of the day typing in lonely Bplendour, 
he followed her, to hei stuptiiie, and stood stating out 
of the window, his back towards bei, while Cynthia 
shifted her papers about and wondered at the leasou 
of his visit. When it came, it brought with it a fresh 
shock of snipiise. 

" Tou won't let this landlord of yours play any games 
of that sort on ytiu, will you ! " asked Ted abruptly. 
He turned to face bee, but, his back being to the light, 
Cynthia caught only an impression of sqaare-shonldered 
strength and obstinate in the man's figure. 

It was so unexpected, his sodden intense interest, 
that Cynthia laughed a little. 

" Does it sound dangerouB ! " she asked ; " ate joa 
keen on that sort of subject, Mr. Hunter i " 

" It sounds hateful," the man answered, his hands 
deep in his pockets and evidently staring at her though 
his face was too much in the shadow for her to see his 
eyes. " For that matter," he went on, " it is hateful 
to think of you running a flat on youz own and with 
no one to see that things are made nice and comfortable 
for you. Do yon ever have proper meals t " 

The attack was so sudden that for a moment Cynthia 
forgot how strange it was that this man, to whom she 
had hardly ever spoken, should feel all this about hex, 
and ^ain she laughed at the intense setiousnees of hia 
voice. 

" I am getting quite a good cook," she assured him. 

H 
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" What has given you the idea that I am such a hope- 
leBBly inefficient, incapable - of - looking - after - myself 
sort of peison ? " 

" I don't know," answered the man. Ha .took his 
hands from hia pockets and moved over to the dooi ; 
suddenly he seamed to be ehy. " Beastly cheek on 
my part, I expect you think." 

" Oh, no," Cynthia shook her head, the fact that ha 
considered it so made hei wish to put him at his ease, 
" I think it is vocy nice of yoa." She lifted her eyea 
to smile at him and met his grey ones. 

Then it was that a little shock of surprised knowledge 
touched for a moment at her heart, and from then 
onwards, though she very studiously ignored the fact, 
a man's personality took its share once again in Cynthia's 
thoughts, though what she had read in his eyes remained 
an nne^lained secret even to her own mind. 

About six months after that the inhabitants of the 
top flat in 24, White's Avenue, gave a tea-party. Every 
amiable chair was occupied, four of the guests adorned 
Cynthia's bed, which in the daytime formed an orna- 
mental couch in one comer of the studio, and several 
people were artistically disposed upon cnshioDS thrown 
upon the floor. The room was undoubtedly ov^viowded, 
but every window, including the celebrated north lighter, 
was wide open, and no one seemed to be discon- 
certed by the congested atmosphere. Mr. Mather, 
nervously self-conscious that he had on quite a 
clean collar and a new tie which he had that morning 
purchased for 3d. from an old clothes shop in King's 
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Bead, occupied his specially leserved chair. He had 
attempted to resign it once or twice to some of the 
lady guests, but both his hostesses had been finnly 
insistent on his Tetajning his accustomed seat and he 
bad finally given up the struggle ; besides, all the ladiea 
had found chairs by now except the central figure in 
the room, and she was far too busy declaiming and 
talking to wish to ait down. Mathews, blinking at 
her with shrewd, shifty eyes, decided at once that 
here was nothing in the least psychic ; the very force 
and enei^ of the girl's fignie, her earnest rather 
heated face, gave him the impression of a force resistless 
and restless ; hei flow of words left h im mentally tiled. 

Miss Shaw, the lady in question, was a fnend that 
Elaie had foregathered with at a snfiragette meeting 
which she and Cynthia had attended by way of having 
their minds opened on the burning question of Women's 
Bights. They were not either of them at heart suSra- 
gettes, but for that matter neither was Miss Shaw ; she 
did hold on the other hand vivid views on the question 
of the equality of the sexes and it was this subject that 
she was holding forth on now, the very boldness and 
bluntness of her views paralysing the rest of the party 
into silence. 

" It is freedom we ask for and must have," she declaim- 
ed, " freedom to think, to learn, to know. For years," 
her eyes swept contemptuously over the limited members 
of the opposite sex that were present, " you have kept 
us aa it were in a prison ; woman has been blinded, 
stunted in her growth, denied the right of free thought 
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or free life. Snftngettiam may be ridicQloas, bat it is the 
tnnung point of ooi sex. Yoa have given ub edncatioii, 
grudgingly it is trne, bat Btill yon bave given it ; now 
we stand fortb to reap tbe fruits. Tou cannot push 
us back, we most go forwards. Freedom is oar goal, 
freedom our war-cry." 

" Freedom for wbat," asked an irreverent voice — • 
tbat of Tom Short, concluded MathewB, tbe yoangec 
of tbe two brothers wbo sbared tbe opposite flat on 
tbe top floor, Matbews bad bimseU so often sa2ered 
from tbis same irreverence. 

" To live oar lives aa we oboose," was the swift reply, 
"not to be either tbe slave or the adored pampered 
pet of any man. We don't want pedestals oi chains, 
we want equality. One of the very first things we 
shall do when we come into power ia to abolish the 
institution of mairi^e as it stands tonlay." 

A Toax of delighted laughter went round at this sally. 

" Then when we come to tbe bottom of things," 
yoong Short's voice, calmly investigating, continued 
the discussion, " it is free lo^e tbat women are really 
after, a state of things tbat haa been clamoured for by 
immoral man ever since the world began." 

" Oh, shut up, Tom," put in his brother from the 
opposite ^id of the room. " For heaven's sake don't 
start your views on morals ; remember we are at a 
tea-party." 

But tiie glove had been thrown down. 

" And if you abolish marriage," Miss Powell leant 
forward on the ratbei rickety chair that had fallen 
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to lifli Bhaie, her Imtcliet face, from which the haii 
was most onbeoomin^y strained back, ooiy redeemed 
from absohite plaiuness by a pair of large soft brown 
eyes, " what is to become of the home and the 
family T I think it is rather extraordinary to discnas 
these things among men and women ; still, aa it has 
commenced and is so interesting, I advance this aa my 
theory. It has always appeared to me that tlie 
Eaniily is an insarmountable barrier in the way of 
woman's freedom," 

"It certamly is one of them," agreed Short. H« 
tamed mockin^y to the central Bgnre. " How do 
we get over it, O Pioneer 1 " he asked. 

It seemed as if Miss Shaw hesitoted for a second. 
"You have overlooked the fact that I said abolish 
marriage as it stands at present," she said finally, 
" It was not I who clamoured for free lore. Of course 
thoe must be something in the way of marriage at 
the back of the home, I can see that; I only claim 
that it shall be an arrangement based on the equality 
of the sexes," she was warming to her subject f^ain, 
"that woman shall not be the chattel of man, to be 
bought with his money, to live in his service till death 
frees her. So long as the word ' obey ' remains in the 
marriage service, marriage is and will be degrading 
to OS as free women." 

" I don't know about being bought with his money," 
put in Short drily, " she generally sp^ids it for him, if 
that ia what you mean." 

"You are so horribly material," suddenly Elsie 
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Bpoke, h1i« moved fiom the window seat when she had 
ap till oow beea a Bilent oheerver of the scene. " I 
agree with Uiu Shaw in ereiything she hag said, odI^, 
pat nngnunmaticaUy, moie so. I wonid not ^Te way 
to Misa Powell's view an inch; why ahoold we be 
sacrificed to the family T have we no tight to Uve in 
ouiselTes 1 most ereiything we do be hedged in and 
govemed by the fatnie gaieiationa t I claim life for 
myself." She dismissed the subject as finished, and 
dropped into a place that had been kept for her on the 
couch. " Will some one pass me a buttered bnn, 
please, and Tom, push Hjss Shaw into a seat and feed 
her ; the diacnaaion on woman's ri^ts is now closed ; 
let's talk about ghosts." 

" And you, do you believe in all that 1 " asked Ted 
Hunter of Cynthia. He was by way of helping her with 
the pouring out of tea down in the little kitchen, the 
two of them almost as it were shut off from the rest 
of the psrt^, since there was barely room for two people, 
let alone more, in the alcove. 

" Of course," answered Cynthia firmly, " I am an 
awfully deep believer in feminism, only I never attempt 
to talk about it, because I am so dreadfully stupid at 
ai^oing. Mias Shaw is awfully clever, isn't she t " 

Ted handed relays of caps up the steps to young 
Short and returned to the attack. " She talks a lot," 
he admitted, "but it appears to my slow brain that 
she is ignoring the most important element in life 
What about love? — doesn't a man's love count for any- 
thing to a woman 1 " 
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CTntihia felt heraelf blnsbing, and waxed foriooBly 
sngiy on the spot. 

"It is the bait he triee to oatoh ns with," she 
aosweied icnly. " Do yon mind going into the front 
loom and fetching me some more water in the kettle, 
Mr. Himter 1 " 

Ted went, and Cynthia for about the hmidredth 
time in the past month tried to taco her own mind on 
the feelings this man rooaed in her. What was the 
curious sensation that held her in his nearness, some- 
thing that was almost fear and yet half pleasure. 
Once in some heated discussion — for of late he had been 
in the habit of spendii^ much of his spare time in 
O^thia's room at office — he had put oat his huid and 
canght hers, to denote that he had more physical 
strength than she. They had both of them laughed 
at the time, and C^thia had not drawn her hand 
away, whidi would have been her first instinctive 
movement, because she wished him to imagine her 
cool and untroubled by the contact. She made no 
attempt to understand herself ; shall we say she was 
firm in her disregard of the situation I Ozily at times 
like this, when at some sentence of his oi just at the 
chance meeting of their eyes, she ran fall tilt into the 
knowledge of how cunously her heart could behave, 
did she ever admit even to herself that here was a 
puzzle which would some day have to be faced T 

She was calmness itself when he returned presently 
with the filled kettle. 

" Have you ever read Cicely Hamilton's book 
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Mamage aa a Trade ? " ahe asked. " It is very clever, 
and it answeiB yoni qnestion much better than I can. 
' ^w nmch longer will man,' she writes, ' expect 
women to do all the dirty work of the honse in return 
for 8 little aflection t ' " 

" I haven't read it," acknowledged Ted, " and 
lomehow I don't want to. It strikes me aa a rotten 
way to look at liie." 

" Merely becanse yoa dtni't like being defeated in 
yonr own ai^mnents ? " aaked Cynthia. 

" Not quite," he answered, " it wooldn't defeat me, 
I don't suppose, because at the back of my bead I know 
the writer hasn't, can't have got hohl of tbe ri^t idea." 

'* Tou may be the kind of man," Buggested Cynthia, 
" who puts the object of his affection on a pedestal : 
a very duU life for her." 

"Perhaps," be agreed qnietly, butjas he stood asido 
to let bei go np the steps into the studio she met his 
eyes and knew with an odd feelii^ of contrition that 
she bad hurt him. Yet why should she mind hurting 
himf His feeUngs were nothing to her, absolutely 
nothing. 

" I don't object to that office man of yours as much 
as I expected to," announced Elsie, their guests having 
dqiarted and a certain amount of order having beiai 
restored to the room. "I was afraid X was going to 
see something awful in the way of long hair, no waist- 
coat, and band-washing manners." 

" Why t " asked Cynthia, She had unearthed some 
stockings that required darning and with head bent 
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oTer tli^a hid the teeentmeDt that Elsie's speech 
stoused. 

" Don't know," agreed Elme caieleBsly. She walked 
aboat the room and came to a standstall hj the 
window. "Didn't think he would be so mndi of a 
gentleman, perhaps." 

" I don't know why yon shonld think I woold be 
friends with him oi ask him here if that was the case," 
letorted Cynthia. 

" Oh, well," Elsie tnmed to face her with a laugh, 
" no need to get annoyed, old girl Toa have always 
told me they were lathei terrible, and " 

" That is just it," pat in Cynthia eagerly, " the rest 
of the people are rather temble, and it makes me sorry 
for the boy. He is different and he hates his life and the 
work and everything about it, and yet he goes on 
doing it because he thinks it is his duty." She flushed 
warmly, *' Yoa don't know what a rotten life he has 
bad." 

" Hnmph ! " remarked Elsie, her eyes merciless, 
"and talking about boys, this particular specimen is 
(hirty-tbree, didn't yon say t " 

" Well ? " asl^ Cynthia, head high. 

"Don't let yourself in for mything mug-like, that 
is all," commented Elsie. " I had my eye on yon two once 
or twice this afternoon and the ' boy,' as yon call him, 
has got the staring fit pretty badly. His eyes are 
hungry when they look at yon. West. Oh, I am 
not a piig about that kind of thing, as you know, 
only it is not quite fair of yoo. If his life is rotten 
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88 you asy, aie you making it any easier, do 70D thintr 
by lousing a desire you haveu't the slightest intention 
of satisfying, can't satisfy for that matter, since the 
man isn't even in the t""^ class as yoniself t " 

CTnthJa lose, throwing aside the stocldng, face 
^oncmsiy led by now. 

" I think you are horrid, Elsie, perfectly horrid, to 
talk like that. Sometimes it saems to me as if yon 
thought 80 much about this one subject that you have 
gone mad about it. Love, lore, you see it all round 
yon, you are for ever talking about, thinking about it. 
It's disgusting. Can't you at least leave me alone 
about it, when you know how I hate the subject T " 

Elsie watched her with growing surprise, and, a» 
Cynthia rosbed into the bedroom, HUtnTning the door 
behind her, broke into a low whistle. 

" That is bad," she commented to herself, " uid 
yet — " she turned to the window again, her face 
suddenly intent and psscdonate, "what right have 
I to t^ to her about itt West got near the truth 
then," her words had dropped back into thoughts, she 
was not speaking aloud now, only thinking, " I do 
see love all round me, and feel it and breathe it. It 
is closing on me like a net, I can't escape, I don't 
evwi think I want to." She pushed open the window 
and leaned out. tTndemeath, in his little strip of back 
garden, Mathews was busily engaged, assisted by his 
cat, md under the direction of Miss Powell, in bedding 
out hyacinths. The evening was breathless, so still 
that all round like a faint hum the noise of London 
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life and London yrotk aoonded in hex eas, and a weixd 
puiple curtain of haze hxrag ova the fuot, fai-Away 
outlines of Biompton Oratory and the neighbouring 
moBeomB. Elsie drew in her head with a little intake 
of bieath, her face alive with some pntpose, then she 
stepped across to the bedroom door and opened it. 

"Juflt going ont for an hour or two, Weak," she 
remarked, "sorry I was rude about the man; didn't 
really mean to be." 

" Where are yon going J " asked Cynthia. She 
emei^ed from tidying up the linen cupboard, face 
BtUl slightly flushed. " Shall I come too t " 

"If you like," answered Elsie (a pressing desire for 
company did not sound in her voice), " bnt I shan't be 
an entertaining companion ; I am just going to walk 
fast and far." 

" Oh I " said Cynthia ; she looked away qnicldy. 
She was perhapB a little hurt ; of late Msie had so often 
bad a mood which required walking off alone, and 
Cynthia was very sensitive to the " I want to get away 
from every one, even you" attitude in Elsie. " Then 
I won't come," she added, trying to keep hei voicv 
nnconcemed. " You won't be late, will you ? " 

" 111 try not to be," Elaie answered ; " but if the 
ffpirit moves me, I may jnst eat a bun for supper some- 
where in the wilds, so don't wait for me. There is no 
cooking to be done, is there t " 

"No," admitted Cynthia; "but come backif you can." 

" Al] right," agreed Elne. She moved to the door. 
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Bat she vas not quite so good &8 her word. It was 
long after the rest of the household's lights had been 
extingnifihed, and silaice, combined with a conviction 
that the stodio was hannted, had driven PTnthia into 
the front loom to sit by an open window, that she 
heard Elfde's quick light step on the paved front path- 
Some one was with her, who, Cynthia could not imagine ; 
but urged by curiosity she stood up and cnmed 
cautiously out of the window. 

In the dim light Elsie's companion could be seen as 
a tall, rather heavily built man, not either of the Shorts 
then, and certainly not Mr. Mathews. Unrealizingly 
Cynthia spied on them and saw Elsie's face, jnst where 
a glint from the nearest street honp caught it, white 
and. intensely serious, lifted to the man. She saw 
the two fignrea sway together and the man's aims go 
round the girl, his head bend over heis. f^th what 
was very nearly a scream Cynthia drew in her head 
«nd stood up. Who was this man outside with Elsie ! 
What did the scene she had just witnessed mean! 
Qniokly, leaving the lights still on since Elsie might 
have noticed them, Cynthia made a dive into the next 
loom and into bed, turning het face to the wall, draggmg 
the sheet np over cheeks that tingled. Hoars seemed 
to creep by as she lay there, though it was probably only 
a few minutes ; then the door opened and Elsie slipped 
into the room. Cynthia could imagine the reheved 
gUnca darted at her apparency sleeping form, then, 
making as little noise as possible, Elsie extinguished the 
lights and crept into her own room. 
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ELSIE was awake next monung very early and 
in a radiant mood. She dashed into Cynthia's 
loom quarter of an hour befoie Mts. Thomas with the 
morning's milk was supposed to arouse tiiem. 

" Weston," she said, poising herself at the end of 
the bed with a pillow in one hand ready to throw at 
the slumbering form, " wake np. Have yon realized 
that it is Monday f Honible day, Monday, that is 
why I won't be awake one qnuter of an hoar earlier 
than yoo, to feel its horror. Wake jxp I " 

The pillow landed neatly, but Cynthia was 
Buffitnently awake to ward it off from her face. It 
had been a troubled night for her, haunted by distressed 
dieams. She could not for the moment remember why, 
but she knew she had fallen asleep dreadfully worried 
about something. 

" Are you going to do breakfast this moming t " 
she asked in natural surprise. It was a duty that as a 
general mle fell entirely to her share, Elsie being a 
late sleeps. 

The othOT girl laughed at the note of interrogatioD. 
" Yes," she admitted, " I positively am. Foot old 
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West, wby don't yoa make me do it more often ; yoa 
are training me to be Bel£sh, yoa knov. Boiled, fried 
OE poached, the eggs, I mean i " 

" Let's have them poached or fried," Cynthia 
answered. She aat np in bed blinking sleepily at the 
long figure clad in bright bine pyjam&a. "In this 
sort of weather the eggs are so often bad." 

"And if they are poached," asked Elsie, panmng 
in her work to gUnoe up with a face of horrified 
disgnat. 

"Yon smell them when yon break tiiem into the 
cnp," Cynthia expluned. 

" Thanks, my child," said Elaie. She skipped nimbly 
from the kitdien, falling ovei the top step, a customary 
habit of hetB, and ^aonlating her faToniite swear word 
at the incident. " Yoa shall do the cooking, deaieat. 
I will lay the table." 

They always bieakfaated in dressing-gowns and 
pyjamas, the meal being consumed as a general role 
hy Elsie in a state of morose silence. She was 
typically English in so far that it was very hard 
for her to wt^ np in the mornings, and she was nearly 
always very oiobb, (peevish she described it heiself) 
nntil about eleven a.m. But on this morning it was 
the other way round; Cynthia, generally full of 
amiability and a desire to talk at the morning meal, 
was silent, while Elsie carried on an animated, one* 
sided conversation. 

" What on earth is up with you, West 1 " she asked 
at last in deq)eration, laying down the paper. " Of 
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«oai8e I know it is Monday, and * The daily tonnd, 
the conunon task, etc.,' lies in front of va. But that 
can't aocount for all this gloom." 

" It doesn't," admitted Cynthia. She moved back 
her ctiair from the table and fidgeted with a portion 
of toast on her plate. " I am worried." 

" What abont ? " aslied Elsie. " Get it off yonr chest. 
I won't look at yon, I will conceal an eameet and atten- 
tive face behind the paper." 

" I don't mind being looked at, though yon probably 
will be rather annoyed with me," announced Cynthia. 
" It is about last night. I — I wasn't really asleep when 
you came in, Elsie. I waited for yon in youx room by the 
window, bdcanse this room always frightens me when 
I am alone." 

Her voice seemed to be falling on a horrible silence and 
she glanced ap nervously. Elue was staring at her, her 
face set stem. 

" You saw, then," she asked. 

" Tee," admitted Cynthia, and the colour flew to her 
face. 

" Well, what of it t " Elsie pushed bock her diair and 
stood up. " I don't mind your knowing, jron had to 
sooner or Uter, but I won't be questioned. West, or 
remonstrated with." Her voice was aggressive, hard. 
" You remember oni contract when we moved in here, 
that neither of as should in any way attempt to interfere 
with the liberty of the other ? " She moved abruptly 
over to the window and stood with her bock to the 
taUs. ( 
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*' I doa't waot to inteifere," put in Cynthia humbly. 
Fate pajB back on ns all we do to other people, and she 
was feeling now as Mattie had felt when she too had had 
the door ^ confidences closed on hei. "It was jnst 
that I wanted to tell yoo that I had seen, and that I 
didn't want to spy on yon, Elsie." 

The figoie at the window swung ronnd to her, face 
softened, eyes alight. " Of cooise yon didn't," Elsie 
admitted. " I am a brate to have said that, West, and I 
will tell yon all there is to tell sometime, but not now 
because it is a long story and we will both be late for 
office. After all," she came across tbe room and paused 
by Cynthia, hands out, " if I tell you that I am the 
happiest girl alive, it sums up most of what I shall have 
to report this evraiing. I am in love. West, it is the most 
beautiful, the most wonderful, the most glorious," her 
voice dropped, it was the first time Cynthia had ever 
seen Elsie blush and it made the girl's face for the 
moment almost beautiful, " and I think perhaps the 
strangest thing that has ever come into my life." 

That was disturbing intelligence to take to ofiSce. 
Cynthia found herself thinking over Elsie's description 
of being in love again and again. Was it really such a 
radiant thing, this that she had so strenuously barred 
her heart and mind to t 

They interfered with clear, well-balanced reason, these 
thoughts, and made her restless and uneasy in Ted 
BJmter*8 presence. 

" I wish yon wouldn't stare at me so persistently," 
she said at last. " It is an awfully aggravating habit oi 
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yoaiB. How would you like it if I came and stared at 
70U all the time yon weie wooing 1 " 

'* I shouldn't mind," he anaweied. He moved from his 
place by the window and came and stood opposite her. 

" T«8, yoa would," letorted Cynthia. Suddenly she 
felt as if at all costs there moat be truth between than, 
aa if, weie this disturbing influence but put into woida, 
she would the more easUy defeat it. " At least you 
would if my eyes weie always asking you an unknown 
guefltdon." 

" Unknown," the man repeated, his eyes studiously 
lowered. " I wonder if you really mean unknown. 
Wouldn't it be more truthful if you said a question that 
there is no use putting into words, because I know quite 
well what the answer would be." 

Something in his face moved Cynthia to the same 
quick feeling of compassion that ^e had felt towards 
Clemiel on the day he proposed, almost instinctively 
her hands went out to comfort, but the man didn't 
notice the action and she drew them back again. 

" Wouldn't it be bettM, even if you know what the 
answer is going to be, for you to ask the question ? " 
she pursued her path of truth. " Then we could sort of 
understand things and be all the better friends after- 
wards. I don't know what it is," she went on recklessly, 
her own feelings being quite outside her undentanding, 
"but there b something between ua that is uncom- 
fortable. Let's tell the truth to each other," she begged, 
leaning a little towards him, " and pull down this inde- 
finite something," 
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" Yon can't do that," Ted anaweted. He Ufted his 
eyes and looked at hei. " I could tell the truth, not tliat 
these ia any need to, because in youi heart you know what 

mygneetion is, bat you " He broke oS suddenly, 

and bendii^ forward pat his hand on hen where it lay 
on the table. " Bo yoa think," he asked, " that I don't 
know when I hold youx hand like this how little it means 
to you, nothing probably except a little sniprise at my 

want of respect, while to me " he strai^tened 

himself, thrusting both hands in his pockets. "lama 
damned fool," he said ; " that is why there is this 
uncomfortable wall betwe^i us as you call it, I can't 
be friends." 

" Bat," asked Cynthia she was out for inrestigatioD 
and quite careless of the pun it might inflict, " do 
you honestly mean that it matters whose hand it is f l 
mean, if it was dark and yoa couldn't see me, wouldn't 
any girl's hand do as well T " 

" No, it wouldn't," answered Ted, a little anger mixed 
with the hurt. " You seem to have a very high opinion 
of men. Miss Weston." 

" Oh, it isn't that," Cynthia explained very seriously, 
" it is only just really because I do want to understand. 
I know if you are in lore yon want to hold hands and, 
well, kiss each other — and it has always appeared to 
me that since it was only a question of sensation, well—" 
^e paused a moment, " why shouldn't any other hand 
that was willing do t " she asked. 

The man laughed a little bitterly. " God knows," 
he said, " things might be easier in this world if it 
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moved on Bach Bimple lines as thoBfl. Sliall we talk about 
something else next time I come in 1 " He stood with liis 
hand on the door, hia eyes BnUen, giving his face a 
cnriotialy set expression. "I sometimes wonder it 
this isn't all a game to yon, in which case do you ever 
stop to consider that perhaps it isn't quite so fnimj for 
me J " 

As a matter of fact he gave hei on that particular day 
DO further opportunity for truth seeking. He rather 
studioofily avoided her and Cynthia spent a monotonous 
afternoon tyiang addresses on envelopes. She missed 
his periodical visits, that is midoubtedly true, and she 
was a little troubled to think that he had certainly been 
hurt by something that she had said, for she had no wish 
to hurt him. A little of his melancholy communicated 
itself to her, and when it oame to six o'clock she sought 
him oat in the by this time deserted workroom, intent on 
patching up the quarrel 

She found him still gloomily immersed in his work, 
his light being the only one in the room still burning. 

" Are you going to work all night 1 " she ventured 
nervoosly, having stood beside him apparently unnoticed 
for several minutes. 

" It is very good of you to take so much interest," he 
answered stiffly ; " I thought I might as welt finish this, 
Uuoe is nothing much else to do." 

A consciousness of how hopelessly dull and unpala- 
table his life was — for in the early days of their acquain- 
tance he had told her of how relentlessly I'ate and a 
strong sense of duty had bound him to a life and work 
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he hated — moved Cynthia to a quick rash of contrition 
that she herseli should have done anything to main 
things haidei for him to bear. 

" I looked in to say good-night," she hesitated, thrai 
went on bteathlessly, " and to say I was sony about 
this moming, SomeUmes it must seem as if I just 
simply laid myself ont to hurt yoa, and I don't really — 
you know, don't you, that I never mean half I say ! " 

Ted turned to her quickly. " Of oouise you don't," 
he said, " and you ar^i't ever anything but nice. It is I 
who am a bad-tempered bear." 

" Then we are friends," asked C|ynthia, She held oat 
hei hand, her eyes shining, the ready smile dimpling her 
face. 

" Yes, friends," the man answered. He stood up, tak- 
ing her hand in hie, but again his eyes, always so much 
more eloquent than bis hps, asked for more, and Cynthia 
felt the indefinite wall more sternly between them than 
ever. With hei breath coming a little quicker, and her 
heart behaving in the most curious way, almost as if it 
were ur^g her with ph^cal force to press near the man 
and hide her face away from his eyes sgunst his 
shoulder, she drew her hand away and tried to laugh. 

" I am glad we are friends," she whispered, and 
turned and fled from the room. 

And Elsie, well, Elsie's story was very simply and 
shortly told. Not that Cynthia found that it did very 
much to clear up the discomfort and general upsetting 
efiect of the day, but that was hardly to be expected. 

" I have known him now three weeks," Elsie said. 



nGoo^L' 



BUnd Eyes 133 

** veiy netaly s month, and I met him fint at South 
Kensington Station. Now there is no ose looloDg 
ahocked or Baying, ' Oh, Elsie 1 * If I am to tell yaa any- 
thing at all you must keep quite still, however shocked 
yon aie, and aay nothing. I met him at Sonth Kensing- 
ton Station " She paused and lay back on the couch, 

hands behind bei head, eyea on the oeiling. " He was 
coming down the steps, I was going np. It was one of 
(hose evenings. West, when there was inside me such a 
devil of discontent that I would gladly have done any- 
thing, however bod, so long as it was exciting. You 
know the costomaiy day in office, the petty details, 
the hopeless monotony. Then the same stupid walk 
home, the tube, the walk at this end, suppei to 
cook, stockings to darn. O pleasant, don't think me 
hoiribly rode, but monotonous, damned monotonous. 
Well, aa we passed each other on the stairs he caught me 
Btoring at him. I suppose I wasn't able to keep all the 
envy out of my eyea, he looked so radiantly satisfied with 
life, nice looking — he is that, you know — immaculately 
turned out from his polished boots to his hat, careless 
and as if he had everything in the world he wanted. I 
suppose my sulky face struck on his fancy as something 
humorous — he swears now that it was love at first 
sight, perhaps it was — anyway when he took his hat ofi 
he was laughing at me. ' Botten world T ' he asked, 
stopping on the stairs, hat in hand, and the laughter in 
his eyes. And I, oh well, I was feeling just rotten. All 
that I wanted of life and couldn't have was making of 
itself a huge lump in my throat that wouldn't be awal- 
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lowed. I sappose I stood tiiere blinking at him, pro- 
bably red about tlie eyes &nd nose, for he anddenly 
dived under the central handrail that divides the stair- 
case and stood beside me. ' Is it as bad as that 1 ' 
he asked, * poor little giri.* " 

She sat up strait and glanced defiantly at Cynthia. 
" Of cotuse yoQ may think it), was cheek his talking to 
me like that," she said ; " I think it was fine." 

" So do I," acknowledged Cyntbia generously, " and 
thent " 

Elsifl regarded her in some sniprise ; she had expected 
shocked reproof ; Cynthia was, generally speaking, firmly 
^^ainst picking up friends. 

" Well, then, Z don't remember exactly what I said, 
but anyway he came np into the street and walked a bit 
of the way home with me and gave me his caid and 
address and asked me to write him, and I — ^I did, three 
days afterwards. I have been to his fiat — he is very rich, 
yon know, Cynthia — ^pretty often since, and to the 
theatre. We graeially meet once a day at least, some- 
timee he calls for me at the office in his car and takes me 
out to lunch." She slipped from the couch to a kneeling 
position at Cynthia's side. " Axe you surprised," she 
asked, " that I shoold have kept all this secret from 
you 1 It was his idea ; he so wanted to keep it our 
secret. He is funny about not wanting to meet you ; 
it would bre^ the chatm, be says, if he saw where and 
how I lived. It sounds ridiculous, but in a way I under- 
stand, because I feel the same about his life and the 
people he knows. We are eiough for each other. When 
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we are togettei there is absoltitelf no one else that 
counts. Bnt I have vanted to teU yon all along." 

" Of conrse I am not hurt," answered Cynthia, trying 
to make the words sonnd tnie. She wonld miss Eleie 
oat of her life more than any other companionship. 
" When is the wedding to be t " 

Her question was greeted with silence and she looked 
down at the head bent over hex lap, so studionsly low- 
ered as if Elsie feared what her eyes might reveal. 

" Why, Elsie, what is it 1 " asked Cynthia, her Ttnce 
held a little note of fear in it. " Is t^eie something you 
haven't told me yet ? — are you married already f " 

She pat her hands on the other girl's shoulderB and 
Elsie lifted her face, her eyes meeting Cynthia's, a littie 
troubled bat very steadfast. 

" No," she said, '* I am not married, I am not even 
going to be." She shook ofi Cynthia's hands and stood 
np. " Now you are shocked, even if yon werei't before. 
It came as jnst a little sniprise to me too when be 
explained things to me at £ist, bnt they are all good 
reasons — ^why he cannot many, I mean — ^his people, his 
career, oh, everything." She paused and moved away 
over to the window, " And after all," she went on, 
taming to face Cynthia, " what does it matter t He 
is giving me all my heart was hungry for — does anything 
else count ? — ^you know what we have always thought as 
to marriage." 

" Yes," admitted Cynthia, she stood up too, her face 
aghast, cold honor at her heart ; " bnt these were only 
tbonghts, Elsie, not deeds : this is so difierent, it is " 
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" Immotal, are you going to say f " asked Elsie, ha 
voice lang scornful, " does marriage then make an 
immoral tiling moral ! I shouldn't have thought you 
would have held that doctrine. West." 

" And I don't exactly," acknowledged Cynthia ; 
she stood imdecided for a second then moved quickly 
oTfii to Elsie, putting her arms round her ; " bat I am 
{lightened for yon. Marriage malos things legal and 
safe, anyway. I don't want yon to be hnrt or broken 
on any sort of convention, Elsie." 

" I won't be," the other girl answered, " Ton see 
I am so snie of him. When yoa really love any one 
you will understand how a girl feels when she knows 
she can trust life, honour, everything, to the man she 
loves." 

" Yes, but ought he to ask it or take it f " qaestioned 
Cynthia, nearer Uie truth in all her blind ignorance 
than Elsie, so radiant in her knowledge. " Ob, I don't 
know, Elsie, but I am frightened for yoo, frightened. 
Don't go on with it, dear, give him up ; even though he 
won't many you he probably will marry some one else 
one of these days — ^have you ever thought of that ! " 

The figure in her aims stiffened and drew away. 
Elsie turned and walked towards her door, aud with 
her hand on ^e hajidle she turned to Cynthia 
agdn. 

" I have thought and thou^t and thought," she said. 
" Do you think I would do a thing like this without 
thinking! — but intheendit all comes to the same thing. 
He has only got to put a hand on mine aud all the sense 



i-vGooglf 



Blind Eyes 137 

in the vorid would not lielp me to eay no to wliat he 
wants. There is something stionger than sense ot a 
knowledge of what is nght and wrong, and that is love. 
Besides, I am not afraid," she threw her head back 
proudly. " I wanted life, he has opened it to me. I 
wanted love, he haa given it me. Don't try and argue 
witii me, West, yon know what an aggressive arguer I 
can be," 

Her face tamed saddenly to jnst delighted mischiet 
" And here is a bombsh^ for you," she said, " he 
is going to take me all the way to Paris for a week end 
next week, I have begged off two days from the office. 
Digest that infonnation at yoni leisaie, O fearful one I " 

She disappeared into her own room, shutting the 
dooi behind hei, and Cynthia turned to the window, 
her mind a wild jumble of thoughts. 

What did life, right and wrong, moral and immoral, 
and above all, what did love really mean T Who was 
there who could help her in the nnravelling of this 
riddle 1 Not the vague and indefinite Qod of her 
childhood, Who sat beyond the impassive face of the 
sky dispensing puniidiments and awards — mostly the 
former — to earth-bound siimers. Not the Deity 
that she had evolved for herself later on, the Divine 
undisturbed Essence of Immortality which — so she had 
taught herself to beheve — lay behind all Bong. Neither 
of these could ofEer any guidance on the subject, since 
theonetaughtof manasb^gbominsin, and theother 
remained unmoved by any passion. And for human 
Imowledge on the subject, whom should she turn to t 
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To Mattie, fat over tlte seas, whose weekly letter told of 
great anxieties and little pleasures, of a new baby just 
arrived, of a vacant place in her heart that longed to see 
bet largeBt baby ^ain T Cynthia tamed unwillingly 
from Mattie's doctrine, Mattie who claimed that childieo 
were the only excuse for love ; noi could she look back 
on Nina's teaching, and hei cynical laughter at all that 
was holy. Noi even to Elsie, ardent, intoxicated Elsie, 
so eager for the joy of life that her eyes were all but 
blinded to its truths. All of these had had thdr share 
in setting the problem before Cynthia's eyes, but not one 
she found coold help her to unravel it. Did the solution 
then lie only in her own heart, or — ^with a quick touch 
of impatience against her own thoughts Cynthia pushed 
aside the memory of Ted Hunter's face. His eyes, 
with all their unsaid messages, seemed to be staring into 
her heart, claiming that the truth should be broi^ht 
forth ; but she shut her eyes from the picture. 

" It is ridiculous of me," she argued to herself, " he 
has no right to a place even in my thoughts. He is 
just some one whom I have been nice to because I am 
soriy for him, and he isn't even a gentleman." 

This last conclusion was a deadly argument, she 
decided, gainst the pleading of his eyes, and she leaned 
out of the window to say a final good-night to the world 
before turning into bed and seeking sleep as a final 
solver of all problems. The mystery of life breathed 
round her outside, cat called to cat, birds stirred, sleeping 
close up against each other on the bianches of the trees. 
Just outside the zone of li^t thrown by a street lamp 
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a coaple stood held close tt^ethei.tliemAii's anns round 
the girl, vhile from a aoghbotuiiig public-house the 
Bounds of a bonible quaiiel held the aur, the fierce scieom 
of a drunken woman mixed with muttcoed cuises, and 
hateful laughter. 

Cynthia diew in her bead with a little shiver and 
shut the window. It was all out there, the joy and Borrow^ 

' the hatred and love, the beauty and sordidness of life. 

' What did it all mean ? Who was to teach her ita 
leaeon ? And again Ted Huntei's eyes looked out at her 
from the shadows. 
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CHAPTER Xn 



ELSIE'S weekend in Paris was the small begmoiiig 
of the rift which slowly and Buiely widened 
between the two girls, breaking ap a companionship 
which had lasted over a period of two years. How 
could it be otherwise 1 Elsie led two lives and Cynthia 
was of necessity shut out from the more important one. 
Before a mont^L had passed, Elsie had moved into a 
small flat of hei own, had left office and was living on 
money allowed her by the man ; fat more comfortably, 
Cynthia was bound to admit, than they had been able 
to live on theii combined forces; whethei more 
happily, she doubted scHuetimea. 

Their friendship by no means lapsed entirely because of 
this break, and they still saw a great deal of each other. 
The man could only spend the weekends with Elsie, and 
Bometimes a month would slip past without his coming ; 
but he wrote every day ; and I3sie lived on those letters 
and her replies, and his stray visits. Cynthia acted as 
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a safety valve for the times he could not come. She 
nevei met the man, and after the fiist curiosity to see 
hi'm had passed, she was giatefol, for she leamt to hate 
him with a passionate intensity she found difficult to 
conceal at times even from Elsie. 

For hfflBelf she stayed on alone in White's Avenue ; 
her allowanoe permitted her to keep up the flat on her 
own, and not for worlds would she have faced Mrs. 
Board's or any snchlike establishment again. White's 
Avenofl remuned Elsie's nominal address too, her 
letters came there, she kept her latchkey, the place waa 
ready for her whenever she should care to come back. 
Her new flat, consisting of three fair-sized rooms, was 
OB the top floor of one of the row of houses that stand 
opposite Whiteley's in Queen's Boad. Daintily for- 
nished, the little sitting-room a miniature drawing- 
room, with shaded pink Um|» and soft cushions every- 
where ; the bedroom all white and so high up thati 
from its window one oonld catch a side glimpse of the 
trees in the park. The third room was a bath-dressing- 
loom, the bath being the one luxury which Cynthia 
envied Elsie. 

" Every time I come here," she explained one evening, 
standing in the middle of the drawing-room and gaang 
round het mthfully, " I think of how rotten it is having 
to boil three kettles in succession, while I do my hair 
and I»eakfast, and even then having only about two 
inches of hot water and an ioy bath to sit down in. 
You are luck^ in having that bath with the hot watec 
lud on, Elsie." 
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" Only lucky in that t " aaked the other gid ; ah« 
lay back on the ciiBhionB of the sofa, hei feet up on a 
ndghboniing chair. The two windows weie wide 
open and the late Btunmei li^t of an August eTeoing 
invaded the Uttle room, a soft twili^t which made 
eveiything it touched on beautiful. " Don't you eavy 
me anytiung of all this t " She waved one hand ronnd 
tiie room and picked up the frill of her silk wrap with 
the other. 

Cynthia came out of her retrospective vision of baths 
taken endleealy in comfort and sighed. Her eyes 
followed the wave of Elsie's hand and rested finally 
on the girl herself. What had these last four months 
done to Elsie 1 They had turned her from a girl into 
a woman for one thing, and the eager qaestioning look 
had left her face. It would have fitted but ill with her new 
clothes, Cynthia concluded, soft colours and dainty 
laces and silks, for Elsie who had never, in Cjnthia's 
knowledge of her, worn anything but Feter-Paa blouses 
and skirts, with rather a vivid taste in ties. Clothes 
change and make a woman so much ; Elsie, in these new, 
expensive garments, was Elsie no longer As she 
searched her mind for an answer to her friend's question 
the memory of their first meeting came back to Cynthia, 
and she saw just for a moment that vivid, eager, yet 
hopelessly bored face across the table of Mis. Board's 
house. And all ihtax times together since then, th«z 
walks, their arguments, their small, humble amuse; 
mentfi, thronged her mind. 

" Well," Elsie's voice broke in on her silence. " Toa 
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are staimg at me. West, whidi yoa know is a tliiiig I 
disappiOTe ol, snd 700 liaven't answered my ques- 
tion." 

"I was remembering," admitted Cynthia with a 
little laagh. She dropped into a favourite pdaition of 
h^s on the floor at Elsie's side. " Perhaps I was try- 
ing to find the old Elsie in the new, but ehe escapes me. 
Are yoa quite, quite happy, nowadays, Elsie ! " 

"Of course I am, "the other answered; "what makes 
you ask such an odd question, when yon have just been 
requested to envy me ? " 

"I don't know." Cynthia leant forward, her hands 
daaped round het' knees. " You know when I first 
met you, Elsie, I used to think your face the hungriest 
I had ever seen. I don't mean hungry for material 
food," she e^lained at Elsie's movement of protest, 
" I mean hungry for what life was going to bring yon, 
and now " 

" Well, now ! " Elsie asked. She sat up straight 
*' l^ough I disapprove of these personal remarks, what 
is it that you now see in my face i " 

C^thia's seriousness was unbroken ; she did not lift 
her eyes as she answered. 

" Not altogether happiness," she said; " it seems to 
me aa if the taste of life had not been nice in your 
mouth." 

Elsie rose roughly and abruptly to her feet. " You 
are wrong," she said. Cynthia noticed that her hands 
were tightly clenched. 

*' Wrong. Z am happy, so wildly happy, that at 
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times it leaves me tired^—perliftpa that ia That 7011 see. 
^d then, when like now, he has to stay away all this 
long time — ^I haven't Bern him for a forlaiight,70u know — 
I do get depressed. I want him bo hoiribly badly that 
the need is almost physical pain. But even that 
can't tob me of the happiness once he has come 
back." 

" To caie so much, to have to do with so little, is that 
happiness 1 " asked Cynthia. 

Elsie looked down at her and langhed. " You fnnny, 
placid old thing," she said, " of course it is. You mix 
up contentment and happiness In your mind, the one 
being a state of vegetable existence and the other the 
radiant glory of — ^well, not heavenly heaven, that has 
always sounded doll — ^but out heaven here on earth 
that we make for ourselves : Love. Now, by the way, 
to change the conversation, do you lilra my new tea- 
gown 1 No, wait a minute, you must see it in its full 
beauty." 

She went atoosa to the door and switched the lights 
on, turning round and round for Cynthia to admire the 
soft fall of her draperies, black crepe de Chine, delicate- 
ly embroidered with dream rosea and their falling 
petals in the faintest shades of pink and green. 

" It is lovely," Qynthia admitted — it was the third 
creation in very much the same style that she had seea 
Elsie wear. " Why don't you ever get a real evening 
diesB? " 

Elsie oame back to tJie sofa ; a shade of depressum 
seemed to have fallen over her. 
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*' He likea me best in tlieae tHings," she explained. 
" 'He loves baey gamients and nnderclotlies vith ribbons- 
ran thiongh tli^n. I dieased up foi him once in my 
new pyjamas, tbe ones I got at Swan ft Edgars, two for 
8«. 6d., do yon remember, with bine and green lines on 
them sofficient to frighten a bird ten miles away : he 
nearly had a fit. It is awfully strange, West," she 
went on meditatively, " why he sboold have liked me 
at all. There have been such heaps of women in his 
life and always this kind." ^e patted the kimono. 
" He was worried with me at first because I didn't nse 
scent or powder, or trouble about my hair or bands. 
It has taken me a long time to learn to be a woman, he 
says. Besides," she vewed suddenly to the first 
qnestion, " evening dresses wouldn't really be any 
use to me. You see in London we cannot go ont to 
any of the swagger places, it wouldn't do if lie was 
seen about with me." 

Cynthia stared np at her, sudden indignation flaming 
in her eyes. " That is what I mean," she said, plunging 
to the heart of things, " when I ask you are you quite 
.happy. Doesn't it hurt you sometimes that you should 
be a thing in his life of which he is ashamed T I couldn't 
bear it, it would break my happiness, roll it in the mud 
somehow, if everything had to be done in secret, hidden 
away, arranged for as if it were some crime." 

" Too are talking nonsense," Elsie answered. She 
drew herself a little away, and her face hardened. 
'" Ton don't understand : it is not our love tiiat is wrong. 
To love as we do, is to have known the great things- 
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of this vrodd. To sin againat men's stupid, petty laws, 
beoaiue we hold to a wider, bigger law, is fine. It 
does sometimes hart me, as you say, though why you 
should want to drag my hurt into the light and staie 
at it I don't know, but I would cathez be hurt by, and 
foi love, than never have known it at alL" Bhe 
xose tempestuously and moved away. 

Cynthia stood up. " I didn't mean to seem hoirid, 
it was h&tefnl of me, Elsie ; perhaps it is a certain amount 
of jealousy, envy foi what you feel, and I don't seem able 
to." She paused, but with the spirit of truth drawing 
ha on she ooold not let it rest at that. " Yon are 
giving everything to him," she said, " and for him ; 
that is love, even I can see that. But his share in it, 
which takes so much from you and makes no sacrifice 
in return, is that love t " 

" Oh, for God's sake stop asking questions," Elsie 
answered roughly ; then on a sudden she swayed round, 
her face worldly piteonsly. "Don't probe my joy 
to death. West : of couise he loves me. Men's love is 
' different to ours : but do you think I could bear life if 
I doubted his love 7 " 

"He might marry you then," commented Cynthia, 
a little ashamed of her persistence, which yet had at 
the back of it a vain desire to help EUie. 

The other giil piilled herself together and from the 
intricsdes of her garment produced a pocket-handker- 
chief with which she rubbed her nose fiercely, 

" He can't marry me, that is all about it. We have 
looked at it from every side. He has his family to 
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think of ; they would cut ofE every penny of liis sllowanoe 
if they heard of me, and Ifshould not like him if he waa 
poor. I don't want mamage with a poor man, I want 
life and love made pleasant by heaps of money. He 
is giving me what I want. If there is any sin in oni 
living tc^ethet ae we do, then the sin is mine, not his ; 
please onderstand that. West, in fntnre." 

It all sounded veiy convincing, yet Cynthia doubted 
even the depth of the assertion, that is why she grew 
to hate the mui. For the rest, Elsie had chosen her 
path, and she had nndonbtedly to walk it alone. 

Office hfe and 24, White's Avenue, when compared 
with Elsie's flat, her dainty clothes, her riotous week- 
ends, and delirioos happiness, appeared terribly mono- 
tonous. It must be admitted that for a time at least 
Cynthia did throw herself with a ze&t into the excite- 
ment that a flirtation with Ted Hunter afEorded her. 
He was so different to the other men whom she had 
known before, and the veiy fact that from the start he 
appeared to accept the knowledge that she could never 
by any possibility care for a man like himself, liberated 
her in a s^ise from any responsibility. There waa a 
delightful sense of freedom in her companionship with 
him, he worshipped as a rule dumbly, answering to all 
her moods with unfailing loyalty. Only very rarely, 
for the man had extraordinary powers of self-repression, 
did the worship suddenly blaze into a flame of passion, 
and always at those times, when he would stand before 
her shaken for the moment out of his game of pretence, 
all the wild longings and useless hopes of his heart in 
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luB eyes, it iras Cynthia who would draw back, face ft 
little white, aeU-posaeBsioc gone to the wiuda. 

"Don't look at me like that," she would lemon- 
sttate in a voice that tried to appear amused, " it 
is positively terrifying," 

And feai was truly enough in her heart, not fear of 
him, that was to her the awe-mq>irmg part, bat fear 
of heiaelf. lustinotively she knew that within herself 
was something that answered to his need, and had his 
ailence failed him, had his lips spoken what his eyes said* 
no power <m earth oonld have held her back from giving. 
She knew only vaguely that t^e man was not a gentle- 
man in the accepted idea of the w<nd ; Cynthia, believ- 
ing that she knew all about life, imaged that that 
tact alone was a snfScient guard to her heart. As if 
Love has ever, since the beginning of the worid, paid 
much attfmtion to the laws of caste or society. 

Meanwhile she went to the theatre with him once 
01 twice, and flirted assiduously with her own feelings 
and her power over his in th^ many hoars of oompanion- 
ship. It needed only the match of jealousy or anger 
to let free the flame between them ; that she did not 
know and he did his best to conceal. 

It was more than fortunate for CynUiia that since 
aba elected to play this dangerous gome <rf make-belief 
the man she chose for the purpose should have been 
such a one oa Ted Hunter. His whole life, and he was 
at this time a man of thirty-four, had been one of self > 
lepressicaL He had worshipped his mother, and it was 
anxious how the memory of her and het life stood now 
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between him and Cynthia, for Mrs. Honter had not 
been at all happy in her mairied life. She had always 
been weak and delicate and qoite incapable of Btmggling 
with the very hard portion of life which had been 
dealt ont to them. Ted's father had been a shop- 
owner in a very small way, but long before his eon's 
school days even the businesB had come to inetrieT- 
able rain, and Ted's earliest recollections were of timea 
of despeiat« poverty and of the knowle^e of how 
his mother shrank and drew back from the hardships 
of their hfe. She had died very suddenly when Ted 
was sixteen. He had been fetched back one day 
from the office where he was serving his period of 
apprenticeship because she had been taken ill : and when 
he reached home she was already dead, the little frail 
hands laid one above the other, the eyelids closed over 
the soft grey eyes that had known so many tears. How 
she had cried, Ted had remeonbered that as he stood 
looking down at her, and boy as he was, he was able 
to thank God that she should have won out of it at last. 

After that Ted had gone back to the office and donned 
hia fetters again, hardly awaze at first of how strongly 
he was bindii^ tumself-down. If he had had any am- 
bitious apart from fife as a clerk he had had to lay them 
aude ; his father was old, whatever wages could be 
earned had to be set aside for his comfort. And the 
years came and went — it was fourteen years now since 
his mother had died. Her memory had become a faint 
far-ofE shadow and his fetters were upon him faster 
than ever. 
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Then Cynthia came into hia life, Cyntliia with the 
funt Btinings of womanhood jaat awake in hei with 
her half-puzzled eyes and quaint outlook upon men 
and life. It was uo riotous storm of Iotb hoi coming, 
bat day by day, honi by hour almost, he watched and 
noted and giew to love every small thing abont hex. 
Even the sound of her feet was known to him, he was 
aware of her presence in the room without turning to 
see her, or hearing her voice. And as the days grew 
into weeks, tie weeks into months, her presence, the 
look in her eyes, the sound of hei laugh, heard so very 
seldom across the other office noises, took complete 
possession of bis heart and mind, all that had lain 
dormant in the man woke at her touch, and he loved 
her; with heart, body and soul, he loved her. 

He never made any mistake about Cynthia's attitude 
towards liimBBll He knew that she was curious and 
interested, that she probed his feelings for the satis- 
faction of watching theii efiect upon herself. His only 
fear was that some day bis self-control might snap 
under the strain she daily put upon it, and he was 
afraid that if she should by chance be made to see his 
great and mighty need for her, the knowledge would 
probably only horrify and disgust hei. 

Yet it was at times terrifically bard foi him, for the 
man was only human, and Cynthia's absurd notions 
as to theii frienddilp and what it admitted of, frequently 
pushed turn to the edge of endurance. 

" I can talk to you," she said one day, " as I hare 
never been able to talk to any one else. I suppose it ia 
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really becaoso sinoe Elsie has gone," (she had told him 
all abont Maie from the beginning), " I have no one 
else to talk to, and somehow I never stop to think of 
yon as a man," 

" No, I know 70a don't," Ted admitted ; " none the 
less I am one, you Imow." 

" Well, then, it must have something to do with yon 
and I being friends, just because we can't ever be any- 
thing else." There weie occasions when what she 
deemed prudence caused Cynthia to refer thus vaguely 
to the difference between them. " You see," she went 
on, " I always have thought a man would make the 
most perfect sort of frigid a girl could have, provided 
there couldn't be any fear on the one side that he was 
being chased, and on the other that she thought that he 
thought that she was chasing. That sounds a little 
muddled, doesn't it, but you follow what I mean." Sh« 
too^d up at him, the smile dimpling her cheeks, 
" You couldn't think I was chasing you, could you ! " 

" No," admitted the man, his eyes did not meet hers. 

"Well, then, that makes thin^ nice and comfort- 
able," explained Cynthia. "You and I can talk, of 
things that most men and women won't discuss : we 
can be friends just as two men can be." 

" No, we can't," contradicted the man, this time 
his eyes did meet hers, but he looked away again quickly, 
and his hands clenched on the back of the chair. " You 
are not a man, you see, and the theory of friendship 
betwerai a man and a woman sounds nice, but it has 
very rarely been snccessfnl." 
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" That shows a lack of initdatdTe on the part of the 
people who tried," announced Cynthia. " Yoa ate 
isther sentimentally inclined aometimes, I have noticed 
it." She nodded her head wisely and patting both 
hands on the typewriter leant a little towards him. 
*' I beHeve," she said, " that yon are one (A those pre- 
historic mwi who admit women into thni affections 
only. A man once said to me, ' Z divide womai 
into two claasee ; the ones I want to kiss and the ones 
I don't.' Now admit it, yon have positively wanted to 
hold my hands sometimes, haven't yon 1 " 

She had meant to say, " wanted to kisa me," bnt at 
the last moment hei courage had failed, and annoyed aa 
she was at the lack of bravado she conld feel her^ 
self bldshing. 

Ted Hnnter, however, kept hiB eyes rigorously lowered. 
*' And sappoiung what you say is true 1 " he asked. 

" Why, it is ridiculous," laughed Cynthia. " Why 
want to hold my hand, why work yourself into believing 
that it makes yoa feel nice t Can't yoa explain to me 
just why yon want to, and then I can prove to you 
how BUly it is." 

" Can you," he lifted miserably hurt eyes, and at 
once Cynthia was ashamed of her laughter, " I am 
afraid your arguments would not help me very much. 
And anyway there isn't anything to tell — ^what could 
Hhexe be ! " 

What could ihtxe be ? That was the fascinating 
luxe of cariosity that kept Cynthia interested and per- 
plexed. Sometimes she caught herself wishing that 
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he would show ha more o£ what he felt, would ]&y 
rough hands on hei, perhaps Iobb hei even. What 
would it feel like it he did 1 Under pretended laughter 
she played with the idea, always drawing him forward, 
always meeting him with a stone wall of reserve when he 
advanced ; and all the time she did not realize in the 
least how great a traitor was springing up in her own 
heart, ready to hand over the keys of the citadel at the 
first excuse. 
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CHAPTER Xm 

THE ENDmO or A DBEAK 

CTNTHIA liad not heard or seen anything of Elaie 
tor thxM weeks ; she had had a little note in tb« 
first instance to tell hex that the man was to be in town 
for ten whole days, and it added that Elsie would let 
her know when he took his departure. Therefore Cynthia 
had no real reason for feeling nervous or depressed at 
the prolonged silence. Yet she ondoubtedly was 
alarmed : perhaps Mr. Mathews more than anyone 
was directly responsible for the feeling. He met her 
on her return from office one evening towards the end 
of the third week, his long hair and mouBtache ruffled, 
his eyes blinking more than osual, and his face 
worried. 

" I have been in a tranoe, Miss Weston," be informed 
her, " and have you beard lately from Miaa Hart ? " 

" Not for some time," Cynthia acknowledged, " but 
she is quite all right — why do you ask ? " 

" Because," his eyes grew steady for a moment and 
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looked, asC^thia always described it, attaight through 
her and at aomething beyond and behind her. " There 
was trouble in the ciTBtal, there always has been lately," 
his voice adopted a onrioas flatness, " I see tioable 
and danger all round her, and this time it touches you 
nearly SB well." Eeoameont of his vision with a jerk, 
"lata troubled in my mind," he admitted, "there is ao 
evil influence gathering m this house : I am not sore 
that I ought not to ask you to leave." 

" Axe you tr3ring to give me polite notice to quit T " 
laughed Cynthia ; after all, Mathews was quite mad, 
and always having these trances ; it was no use being 
alarmed by them. 

"Not for mjaeit," Mathews hastened to explain, 
nervous hands tugging at his hair ; " but I don't trust 
Uiis influence for you." He blinked at her. 

" Oh, well, I'll risk it," answered Cynthia. " And 
now, perhaps, having thoroughly scared the life out of 
me with influences and evil floating things, you will 
oome and sit in my room for a bit after supper. If there 
is an evil influence anywhere it is in that horrible mirror 
over the mantelpiece." 

" You know why that is, don't you t " Mathews 
asked earnestly, his mind immediately turned to an- 
other subject. " It is because you are psychic, and all 
the spirits long to communicate with your spirit 
through the mirror, knowing it to be one of the means 
of communication. A mirror or a crystal aervea their 
purpose equally well." 

" But I don't wish to be psychic," remonstrated 
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Cjmthia from lialfway up the Btoiza, " it u veiy iu- 
'Consideiate of them to poah their anwoDted selves 
upon me. I shall hang a towel over that mirror, that's 

Which she did, bat the mere blocking out of (he 
mirroi did not remove the troubled thoughts from her 

" What sort of danger did yon see round Elsie t " 
she qQestioned Mr. Mathews latex on in the evening, 
stopping him in the middle of a long discourse on how 
■to build aixships, which was his latest craze. 

Brought tip so suddenly in his Bid>ject, Mr. Mathews 
seemed a little vague. 

"Nothing ezootly," he admitted; "just trouble and 
danget aud tears — oh, a lot of tears." 

" lUsie doesn't cry," objected Cynthia, " You must 
liave mixed me into the vision as well," 

"No, I didn't," be asserted firmly; "they were hex 
tears ; she cried for something very precious that has 
been broken in hei life." 

" Oh, dear I " remonstrated Cynthia, " how gloomy 
you are. Let's get back to airships : how did 
yon say yon were going to moke the wings go 
round ? " 

Mr. Mathews did not require a listener when onoe 
<airly embarked on a hobby, Cynthia heard his voice 
without listening to the words, darned her stoddngs, and 
worried out in her mind all the teiribte things that 
might have happened to Elsie and that would account 
ioi her silence, until the sound of footsteps outside 
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caught her attentioii. Perhaps it was beoaose her mind 
was so Inll of Elsie that she came at once to the con- 
clusion that it was her friend ; perhaps she did really 
recognize the footsteps ; eayvraj, before the amval had 
time to reach the landing oi knock on the door, Cynthia 
had q>r[iog to h«r feet, opeetting hex work-basket and 
pile of mending, and bringing Mr. Mathews' haiangoe 
to a close in the process. 

"It is Elsie," she whispered. "I am sore it i» 
Elsie." 

Mr. Mathews stood np too. Cynthia remembered 
afterwards the corions fact that neither of them wmt to- 
the door to open it, they just stood where they were 
staring. The footsteps came a little draggingly up the 
last flight, paused at the door, and as the handle tamed 
without any preliminary knock, Cynthia gave a gasp 
of certaioty. Then the dooi opened and EUie came 
into the room. She did not seem to notice Mathews, 
her eyes were only for Cynthia, and she stood for a 
second swaying against the door as if for support before 
she spoke. 

" I have come back, West," she said. " I may seem 
a little dmnk, bat it is drank with pain if anything. I 
have suffered aoch agonies, such horrible agonies^ 
perhaps they will let me die now. I have come back," 
She moved from the door, staggered a few steps into 
the room and fell her length at their feet. 

" It was what I saw in the orysta]," Mathews waa 
mattering, "pain and danger and tears. Poor girl, 
poor ^I 1 " He pushed back his chair and stood im- 
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deoided. Situations that required prompt handling 
always left Mathews dazed and nnable to move. 

Cynthia had run forward with a litUe ciy of tenor, 
and kneeling by the limp body of her friend, tamed it 
face npwaids, lifting the head and shonldeis into hei 
arms. 

" It is only a faint," she said, " only a faint. Oh, 
what shall I do, what does one do to people who have 
fainted 1 " 

" Put her head lowei than hei feet," si^gested 
Mathews — the absolute caiais was beginning to pass, 
and he had had some knowledge of doctoring in his 
yonng days. " Un&sten hei clothes, I will get some 
water and bnmdy and call Miss Powell to help you." 
He moved to the dooi. 

"And a doctor," begged Cynthia. "Oh, fetch a 
doctor as quickly as ever yon can." 

"Miss Powell is a norse," heanswered. "Letussee 
what she says first. Fethaps a doctor won't be neces- 
sary." 

Elsie oame out of her faint before Mathewa or Waa 
Powell, just wakened from a first sle^, and attired in 
a long austere looking dressing-gown, had time to 
airive. 

She opened her eyes on Cynthia's anxious face and 
attempted a faint smile, which was swept aside instantly 
by a spasm of pain. Cynthia had to stoop to hear 
the words which could hardly force themselves between 
the clenched teeth. " I must have something to take 
away the pain, West," Elsie whispered. " I can't bear 
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it aoy mote. I have acreamed till I can't make a 
Bound, and bitten my hand till it bled, see,"— she tried 
to lift herself a Httle bat fell back. " They must give 
me Bomething to atop it, oi I shall go mad, quite 
mad." 

" Yes, dear, they shall,'* promised Cynthia. " I 
vill make them," she said fiercely, as if farang imlimited 
opposition on the subject. 

Cynthia and Mathews, under Miss Powell's directions, 
carried Elsie into the front room and laid her on the 
bed, and then, Mathews having taken himself off, the 
two wom^i proceeded to nndieas her and get her into 
some night clothes as qnickly and gently ae possible. 

" Can't I go and fetdi a doctor 1 " Cynthia begged. 
" She ought to have morphia, or something that wonld 
ease the pain a little. I don't know what ia wrong with 
her, but she seeniB to be aoSeiing most horribly." 

Elflie heard the whiqiered words. " Not a doctor." 
She caught at Miss Powell's hand. " Yon can give me 
something without sending for a doctor, can't you 1 
Besidee, the pain ia s little better now ; if I lie quite still 
I can bear it." 

" I can inject a little moiphia if necessary," Miss 
Powell answered C^thia's questions. "I think we 
had better leave it at that." Her long, hatchet-like 
face was very grave and stem, Cynthia thought. " Will 
you go into the next room and leave me alone with youi 
friend for a little. You can trust her to me," she 
added Idndly, the softness of her eyes taking away 
from the sternness of her face. "I will not let her 
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rafter mote theo can be helped. Make a little ooflee 
for QB and lieat some milk for hei," she suggested., 
knowing that labour, however trivial, would help 
Cynthia in her time of waiting. 

^w long the questions and answers seemed, it 
appeared to Cynthia that she had WMted for hours in 
the outer room, and the milk and the coSee had been 
heated up twice, b^re the doot opened and Misa 
Powell came out, shutting it gently behind her. 

" I have ^ven htx some morphia," she said, " it will 
help hei to sleep." She sank wearily into a ch^ by the 
table and leant her head on her hands. 

" And is she all right I " asked Cynthia, narvoua 
fear gripping at her heart. " Hadn't we better fetch 
a doctor to see her ! " 

"No need," answered Mlsa Powell. She lifted hec 
head a moment. " She has come through the worst 
of it now." 

" But " began Cynthia, but Miss Powell inter- 
rupted. 

" You want to know what is the cause of it, don't 
you I " she asked, sitting erect and stifE in her ridiculous 
looking garment. "It might perhaps be described 
as the end of an attempt on the part of one girl to fling 
herself against the bulwarks of civilization and pull 
away the corner stone. Whenever a woman goes 
against the laws she ends in disaster." She stood 
up and moved across to where Cynthia was sitting 
looking undeniably bewildered by the tirade. " Am 
I talking in riddles to you, child t Yet you are one of 
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Mies Shaw's most ardent followers, I have seen your 
face glow wliile 70a listened to hei speeches. Freedom 
for women, is that not one of your wai ones. Well, 
your friend," she looked np at the door of Elaie's bed- 
room, " claimed and took her right of freedom from 
men's conventions ; the laws of Nature have proved a 
more unbreakable barrier, that is all." 

" But it isn't fair," remonstrated Cynthia. Crowds 
of arguments thronged her mind ; under Miss Powell's 
grave eyes they withered away even before they conld 
be put into words. 

" The anfaimeaa begins then with birth," the oHer 
woman answered. " It is not fair that we should be 
bom women." 

" But because Elsie loved this man and went to live 
with him without being married to him, do yon say 
she has committed a crime which deserves punishment 
from Nature," Cynthia argued. " A marriage service 
doesn't malra something moral and ri^t which, with- 
out it, is a crime against Nature. Is it wrong to love, 
then : must it all be a question of law 1 " 

Miss Fowell drew herself np, an oddly impressive 
figure. " Ebie has done more than just am against 
conventions," she said, " she has sinned against Nature 
and Zjovs itself ; that is where she breaks herself against 
nnbreakable laws." 

She did not divulge anything further as to Elsie's 
illness and Cynthia was left to surmise vaguely and put 
together her own small gleanings of knowledge as to 
what it might mean until such time as Elsie herself took 
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hei into hex confidence. For a week tlie giii ]ay with- 
out speaking on her bed in the front loom, aa if tiied 
oat, spending s great pcstion of the time in sleep. 
Miss Powell did d&y nune woik while Cynthia was at 
the office, and at night, though Cynthia was more than 
willing to do her share, Elsie seemed to want for 
nothing, hardly ever sttning from the one position, lying 
flat on hei back, hei hands by her sides. The only 
events of the day in which she took any interest were 
the postman's periodical visitB. She seemed to lis 
with her eais stiainitig for the sound o{ his feet and 
before he had had time to knock even she would call 
out to Cynthia or Miss Powell 

" That is the post : do see if thra« is a letter for 
me." 

But apart from her father's weekly budget which 
came every Friday, accompanied by the FaHsh Maga- 
zine, no letters were handed in for her. 

" She is wwtiag for the man to write to her," thought 
Cynthia, and every time she had to see the eager hope 
in Elsie's eyea fade to disappointment at the report 
of no letters, her hate against the man intensified. 

One Saturday morning, a fortnight after her arrival, 
Elsie asked Cynthia if she would mind going over to 
the flat in Queen's road and seeing whether any message 
or note had been left there. 

" Perhaps he didn't expect me to leave as I did," 
she explained, mentioning the man for the first time 
since her return. " He may have been angry whra h« 
came back and found me gone." 



N Google 



BUnd Eyes 1^3 

Cynthia went on her way back from o£Bce uid found 
the flat deserted and untidy ; evidently nothing had 
been touched since Elsie's abmpt depaTtura. The 
landlady, a disreputable peEson, who resided in the 
basement, and whom Cyntbia in her wwkly visits had 
nevecseen quite sober, would Touchsafenoinfoimation, 
barring the fact that the gentleman, who had always 
been very pleasant and well spoken to her, had called 
on the day after the young lady had left and had taken 
away his boxes with him, not touching any of the young 
lady's possessions and prepaying the rent of the flat 
for the next three months. There was also one lai^e 
businees-like looking letter addressed to Elsie in the 
tack of the hall. 

Cynthia tcrak it home with her, heavy hearted. Elsie's 
small flat, that had been so dainty a dwelling-place, 
seemed, in its pieaent state of dirt and coufuBion, tawdry 
and draggled, while the half-sober woman, with her 
degraded face and thinly veiled allusions, added a touch 
of sordidnees to the whole scene. Was this how Elsie's 
rapturous romance was to end 1 If so, it was only 
another instance of the horror that lay behind ^ 
the seeming glamour of life. 

Cynthia found on her return to &e flat that Elsie 
had struggled out of bed and dresaed herself ; she had 
even started the making of tea. 

" It was only laziness that was keeping me in bed," 
ehe explained. *' Miss Powell pointed that out to me 
this morning. Were there any letters for me t " 

" Only this one," Cynthia held out the uninteresting 
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lookup epistle. " And the landlady oould only teU 
me tliat he had paid yonz rent for yon for the next thi^ 
months, and taken away a box belonging to him, or 
something." 

Etsie took the letter in her hand, all ezpresBioQ wiped 
from hei face ; she was just Btaring bUnUy at the 
opposite walL 

" It ia the eod, I suppose," she said. Cynthia real- 
ized that she was qaite nnnoticed. Elsie was living 
in a blank, dreadful world of her own. " The end," 
sherepeated. The unopened letter fell from her hands, 
and she put them up as if to hide her eyes from the 
light in Uie room. " How am I going to live t " she 
whispered. 

Cynthia moved to her impetuondy, throwing her 
anns round her, drawing the shaking form close up 
against her own. 

" Don't feel like that, Elsie," she begged, " tell me 
about things, dear : it will help you if you can only 
talk about the trouble. You are bearing it all alone 
now : won't you let me help you t " 

Elsie drew heis^ a little away, but she let her hands 
stay in Cynthia's. " There isn't much to teU," she 
said, " I wonder if you will look at me as Miss Powell 
does when yoa know." She dropped Cynthia'a hands 
and picked up the letter. " Let's see what is in this 
first," she said. The steady iudifierence of hei voice 
frightened Cynthia more than any breakdown would 
have done. " And then I will tell you all about the 
ending of my dream ; there is an excelleut moral to be 
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gained from tii9 etaiy ; Kiss Powell will no doubt teQ 
ytni." 

She laughed a little and moving over to the table 
sat down, opening the letter and spreading It out 
before her. Gjnthia watched her reading it, watched 
the set calm of her face flame for one moment into vivid 
anger, saw the eyes close qnickljr, as if on tmwilling 
teats.and the month shut tight. Then, the storm past, 
Elsie's face became s mask again, only her hands 
shook a little as she tore the letter and its eontento into 
shreds. 

Then she tamed to Cynthia. "It is the last mile- 
atone gone," she said, her eyes bright and defiant. 
" This was a letter " — she held the pieoes np and let 
them flutter to the floor — " from his lawyers, paying 
me my first quarterly allowance. I have torn the note 
up with the letter, which was stupid of me ; it would 
have been better to have sent it back." She rose and 
walked ovec to the window, " Axe you ready for my 
dificouise. West T It is not all nice ; like most of the 
real things of this world, parts of it are excessively 
horrible." 

" Don't tell me if it hurts to speak of it," answered 
Cynthia. Her eyes as ii fascinated stayed on the stray 
fragments of the letter that lay about the floor. " I 
only asked because I hoped it might help you to face 
things, and I cannot bear to see you suffer as you have 
Buffered, Elsie, as yon are snfiering. I don't just 
mean the physical pain you have had to bear, I 
mean the dreadful hurt that lies behind your eyes, and 
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that sbowf only when yoa think no one ig looking at 
you." 

" Fanny, switinieDtal old West." Elsie's lips smiled 
aa she turned to face hei. " And yet, you are light," she 
acknowledged. " I hare been hurt. Do yoa know. 
West, I have cried— I, who all my life have deepised 
tears, have cried, and cried, and cried, until now there 
is nothing left in me to feel hurt any longer. That is 
why I can talk about it now, without making what is 
usnally descnbed as a fuss." 

She came back to the table and sat down, propping 
het head on her hands. " You know I wrote to you 
telling yon that he was coming up to spend a whole 
week with me ; I don't know whether you gathered from 
my letter what an idiotic etate of bliaa I was in. Well, 
he came, I had so much to tell him, was so wrapped 
tip in the wonderfol knowledge that had dawned in 
my heart, and which still had to be imparted to him — 
I suppose yon know, don't you, that I was to have 
had a baby — ^that for two days I played with the idea 
of telling him, so entirdy engrossed that I failed to 
notice that he himself was a little upset and unlike 
his usual self. Then on the third day we went out to- 
gether in the morning ; I was to have my hair shampooed 
while he called at his dub for news and letten. They 
gave me one of those senselees ladies' pictorials to read 
at the haiidiesser's while my haii was drying, and 
paying vny little attention to the letterpress I tamed 
over the pages till suddenly his picture, arrayed in the 
full glory of hia uniform, arrested my attrition." 
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She pftosed a moment and pushed the bail back 
from hei face. 

" When I ehnt my eyes at nights now to tiy and 
sleep, that page— his pictured face and that of the girl's 
photograph artistically arranged next him — dances 
before them, and the letten run into each othei till my 
biain aches with trying to get them in the light order. 
I can't get the proper wording, but it was something 
to this effect : ' A maniage has been arranged and 
will shortly be celebrated between-~« name that I 
knew to be his — and Bosamnnd Taylor.* Bosamund 
is a pretty name, isn't it ? Then the man came back 
to dress my hair and I shut the paper ap and laid it 
away. Even thea I wasn't very alarmed or agitated ; 
there was some mistake I supposed, and in any case 
would not my news alter everything 7 We drove back 
to the flat in a taxi ; he had a pile of letters he had col- 
lected at the club, and he hadn't finished reading them 
when wa reached home, so I left him in the front room 
and went into the other to change and do my halt, 
you know how awful hairdressers make your hair look 
after a shampoo. I don't know why — perhaps it was 
some premonition, perhaps that paper had really in a 
way upset me — but I found myself tongue-tied and stupid 
for the rest of the day, I could not talk of serious 
things ; we bubbled inanities all the afternoon, went out 
to tea, walked through the park, talked of the weather 
and so forth, almost like two str&ngera. But that 
evening, with the lights lit and the curtains drawn so that 
the outside noises of the street hardly reached us at 
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aU, Z gathered my ooaiage together and told him my 
secret. His face went white and angry, West, and he 
rose from where he had been sitting beside me, pushing 
Away my hands. 

" ' Are yon quite sure abont it t ' he said. ' It is 
A most infernal nuisance and it must be stopped at 
once.' 

" I suppose my face showed all my horror. If he had 
suddenly hit me across the face, I could not have been 
more frightened and surprised, for he came back to 
me, and sitting down pulled me into his arms. He kept 
the anger from his voice, but it was still in his eyes, and 
all of a sudden I knew that what I had seen in the papet 
was true, and hundreds of suspicions clamoured to be 
heard in my brain. 

" ' Yon see, darling,* he explained, ' we cannot 
possibly dream of starting a family in a manage like 
ours ; it is a damned serious thing to do, and sooner or 
later we are bound to be found out. And we don't 
want a third in onx heaven, do we, darling } ' 

" He tilted up my face and tried to kiss me, but I 
wriggled away. 

" ' I thought yon would be pleased,' I managed to 
vhisper. 

" ' Well, I am not,* he answered: * I want you, and 
you alone.' 

" He drew back my head and kissed me— this time I 
didn't resist — ^kissed me till the rest of the world swam 
into oblivion uid nothing existed or mattered, except 
Itim. And all the time he argued and explained and 
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pleaded. Oh, Cynthia, don't blame me that I gave 
W&7 ; don't look at me as Miss Powell does, with muzdei- 
etu written all over yotu face." 

" Why should I ! " asked Cynthia. She slid to hei 
knees by Elaie, putting her aims lonnd the giil, press- 
ing bei face to the other's. " I don't quite undeistand, 
deal, what it was you did. Miss Powell did not explain, 
bat whatever it was it conldn't m&ke yoa anything 
like that in my eyes." 

" I was forgettLog that you wouldn't understand," 
admitted Elsie. She sat statiag in front of her. " There 
is that excuse for me, too, I didn't really understand. 
Yet I knew instinctively that what he wanted me to do 
was wrong. Oh, yes, quite infitinctivdy I knew that, and 
I agreed to do it ; that, pediaps, is where my sin comes 
in." 

She stood up abruptly. " I don't want to open your 
eyes to all the horror I went through. West. Hundreds 
of women live and die without knowing it, and there is 
DO reason wby you shouldn't be one of them, but, having 
come so far, I must tdl you some of it. He brought 
some one who called himsdf a doctor to see me next 
day. Then — everything is rather vague after that — 
a great nightmare of honor and pain and fright, and 
alongside of it all the time crept the knowledge that 
despite my complaisance I had lost him. He couldn't 
bear to see me suSer, he said. I bit my hand through, 
as I showed you, to stop the crying, so that it should 
not worry him, but even then he would not stay. At 
last, in a fit of frenzy, I taxed him with what I had seen 
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in the papers, and he acknowledged it to he true — a 
maniage foiced upon him by his people, one that 
would in no way aflect ns. Lies, hondreds of them, 
plausible, smooth lies, till I screamed at him to go, go 
and leave me alone with my agony." AH life had 
left hei voice ; it was dull and ttmelees. " I shall never 
see him again, West. Do you temembei those lines 
Miss Shaw is so fond of quoting about women' 1 — 

' Beoftnw >ha uked for tmtli, God gkve 
AH the world'a uigniah and Hia givn.' " 

She kndt on the floor, gathering together the frag- 
ments of her letter. " If he had only written himself," 
Pi^thia could hear hei whisper. Then to hex rehef, 
because otherwise it seemed to her Elsie would go 
mad, the kneehng form swayed, crouched down 
with hands covering its face, and a passion of merciful 
tears shook the girl. 

Here was something, anyway, that sympathy conld 
help. Cynthia ran to her friend and gathered her into 
her arms, so that the two of them sat on the floor to- 
gether, and Elsie's tempest of gri^ vented itself against 
the shelter of Cynthia's heart. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

OTNTHIA UEETS CLENNELL AGAIN 

ELSIE passed ttuongti a whole gamut of despair in 
the months that followed, changing from cold 
anger against the man, to passionate, hopeless longing 
foi his presence. Wild tempests of tears shook hei. Foi 
days on end sullen discontent held her ; she was ill, nerve- 
ridden, inexpiessibly difficult to get on with. Cynthia 
Btrnggled manfully ; she was sympathetic through the 
tears, anzioaa to smooth matters over the disconteot, 
eager to foster the small glimmerings of rage that 
showed very^occasionally in Elsie's mind against the man. 

"I don't understand yon a little bit, Elsie," she 
ventured one flvening, having arrived home to find Elsie 
white-faced and red>eyed. " If any one had treated me 
as this man has treated you, I should hate him so 
fiercely that it would swallow up every other feeling." 

" I can't," answered Elsie : " don't think I haven't 
tried. Do you think it doesn't make me sick with 
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Bhame to see myself b^g BQch an idiot T But I can't get 
away from loving him ; I want Mm — ^to aee him — to feel 
him. What is the use of your talking about hating any 
one. West. Yoa haven't known what it is to love 
yet." 

" I am almost glad I haven't," admitted Cynthia ; " it 
hasn't brought you vexj much happiness, has it I " 

" But I was happy," contradicted Elsie. She moved 
and sat listlessly at the supper-table, making but a poor 
pretence at eating, while Cynthia watched her with an 
anxious face. 

" Do eat Bometlung, Elsie," she begged, when even a 
eavouiy omelette, Elsie's favourite dish, had been pushed 
aside scaicelj touched. " It is disheartening cooking 
for yon these days." 

Elsie glanced up, a little contrition on hei face ; also she 
pulled het plate back agun, and started to eat some more, 
but obviously it was an efEort. 

" West," she BsiA suddenly, giving up the pretence of 
«ating and pushing back her chair, " I have found out 
where he lives, and I want to go and see him. Ferhapsit 
isall a mistake; perhapshe will come back when he knows 
bow much I want him ; I was mad with pain and resent- 
ment that day when I screamed at him to go ; it is only 
dght he should have been angry about it. If I oould 
only see him, explain to him." 

Cynthia stared at her. " Tou would never do that, 
would you, Elsie ? " she asked, unable to keep the dis- 
approval out of her voice. 

" Why not ! " the other answered fiercely. " Pride, do 
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yoa mean. Do yon think I have any pride leftT I vrant 
him : nothing else counts." 

"But he has h&d yara address all this time. IE ho 
loved jrou, if there was a mistake, he could have vritteii 
o> come. Oh, don't go, Elsie, please don't go. 
It irill only hoit you, and humiliate yon still 
more." 

" I am going, none the lees," Elsie answered. She 
rose. " I think I vill go now, this very minute ; it isn't 
Ute, and I haven't made too great a fright of myself, have 
Z ! Such is the d^th of my degradation. West," — the 
smile that stirred on her face was very bitter — " that I 
have positively purchased a new hat. Don't try to stop 
me, please." She held out her hands as Cynthia pushed 
back her chair and rose also. " I must know, I must 
find out for myself, and as soon as I see him I Bhall know. 
Then, if life is really going to settle down to this horrible 
nightmare, I will give you my word to try and accept it ; 
at least, I will never speak of him again, that I can 



Cynthia stood watching her. The mention of the new 
hat had made her ready to weep. " Will you let mo 
come with you 1 " she asked. 

Elsie looked away from her out of the window ; her face 
was ghastly, white and drawn, " I would rather havo 
gone alone," she begtai ; then she veered round quickly : 
" You have be^i such a brick to me. West, so patient and 
long snfiering with my various moods ; if you are really 
keen on seeing the last act of the tragedy, come; at any 
rate yon will be able to bring home the pieces if it ift 
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defeat." She laughed, bnt Cjmthia flinched at the 
sound of the laughter. 

Theii destinatiou Imng Ylctoiia Street, the two girle 
walked to the end of their toad and caught a Viotone- 
bound "bos at the comet. The jonmey was passed in 
silence, Elsie sitting erect and stiff, hands clenched on 
her lap, the colooi flaming to hei face by now, hei eyes 
dilated : Cynthia, in the ootnei seat, watching the tiafi&o 
outside, her thoughts miserably set on a feivent wish 
that the painful interview was over and done with. 
Ealf-way up '^^ctoria Street Elsie signed to Cynthia to 
get oat and, still in silence, conducted hei up a little side 
street, stopping outside a maseive building of flate. 

" We will have to go in here, I think, and ask the por- 
ter which is his flat," she said. " Are you sure you want 
to come any further, West. You can go home from here, 
or wait for me outside, if you would prefer it." 

" I would rather come in," answered Cynthia. ** Sup- 
posing any one else is there, it will look better." 

She did not catch the name Elsie said to the porter : she 
was only painfully aware that the man regarded them 
with amused suspicion, and she felt her cheeks burning 
under the knowledge of what he was probably thinking. 

The man conducted them to a door on the fourth land- 
ing. " That's it, ladies," he said; " think the gentleman's 
at home but I will laep the lift up till I see you get in, in 
fsase he isn't," 

A pohte, surprised man-servant opened the door to 
them, and informed them that his master was in, hut that 
it would hardly be convenient for him to see them unless 
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theii miBsion was very important, aa he was giving a 
dinner party. Bat Elsie was firm. 

" 1^11 70a take that to him, please," she said, writing 
her name on a piece of paper, folding it up, and handing 
it to the man. " We will wait for a message, anyway." 

" Very well, miss " — the man's tone was hatefully 
supercilious — "step in here, please; I will tell the 



He showed them into a tiny room on the left of the hall, 
switched on the lights and left, closing the door behind 
him. The place was evidently a study, at least a 
writing-room. A big desk, half shut, occupied the space 
in front of the window ; a bookshelf ran across one side ; 
hunting pictures and drawings of beautiful ladies, with 
next to nothing on, adorned the walls. There were three 
chairs in the room — two capacious armchaiis by the fire, 
and one oncompromising stifE one at the table. 

Cynthia selected this and sat down ; Elsie moved about 
the room from picture to picture. She was in a comer of 
the room to the right of the door when it opened, and for 
a moment the incomer saw only Cynthia's figure in the 
room : Cynthia, who sat with wide accuung eyes, and 
frightened face, staring at him and unable to move from 
her chair. 

Clennel had not altered very much sinoe the days when 
they had been engaged. Perhaps the lines of his face were 
a little coarser, his mouth a little more dangerously indi- 
cative of self. His glance met Cynthia's and stayed on it; 
his face had gone white, his mouth set hard, giving him a 
cunously stubborn and cruel expcession. As if he would 
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h&V9 spoken he took a quick step towards her, bnt, 
CynibJA had risen and moved backwards, almoat poshing 
the chair between them, and hei eyes deserted hia and 
foond Elsie. The man, perhaps, followed theii meaning, 
fot he turned abmptly on his heel and faced the othet gid. 

Now that the great moment had come, courage, reso- 
lution, desire even, seemed to have failed Elsie. She 
stood hands back against the wall, all colonx drained from 
her face, her eyes lowered, so that the man's half -pitying 
gUnce escaped her. The new bat was a little at the 
wrong angle, the bottom of her blae serge skirt had sagged 
and frayed round the edges, her shoes were worn and 
needed a brush. All this his calm eyes scrutinized; 
then he shrugged his shoulders ever so slightly. Cynthia 
saw the action and her whole heart boiled with rage 
against the man, who advanced to Elsie, band held out. 

" Hullo, Miss Hart " — his voice was boisterously easy^ 
"what brings you herel Is it anything I can do for you t " 

Elsie lifted her head and looked at him. The hope in 
her heart, so &int and fragile a flower, had withered even 
at the first sound of his voice, the agony of its death was 
written in ha face. She did not hold aai her hand in 
response to hia, only her glance searched his eyes, looked 
deeper still, as if she wanted to find the very soul behind 
his cultivated exterior. And the man's eyes fell before 
hers, while the hot blood mounted to his face. 

Cynthia stood watching, her hands clutching at her 
chair, all her heart seething with indignation and olam- 
ourmg to help Elsie through this hour of bitterness. She 
had her own hurt to struggle with too, but that could be 
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assuaged with anger. When she had thought of Cleimel 
lately, it had been with a certain amount of compaaedon- 
ate ondetstanding ; he had loTod her, she was beginning 
to lealize that, and she had not dealt T617 fairly with him. 
Once or twice she had even pondered over his where- 
abouts and wondered vagoely if he had met some nice ^1 
who coqld give him love for love ; she had hoped, in fact, 
that he was happy. Now, all these thoughts helped to 
fan the flame of hate and contempt that blazed in her 
mind against him ; he had always been this kind of man, 
tiien : her anger took no thought of the share she heiself 
had had in the moulding of ^im Then the man, 
breaking an unpleasant pause, turned to Cynthia : 

" You must be Miss Weston," he said with sublime 
e&ontery. " Miss Hart has often mentioned you to me. 
We have not been introduced, but I have heard so much 
about you that I feel I know you. I wish you had 
thought of coming yesterday or to-morrow," he went on, 
speaking to Elsie again. " Then I could have asked 
you to dinner ; to-night, unfortunately, I have some 
very rowdy guests dining with me, I " 

Elsie interrupted him ; pride or something had come to 
her aid, her voice was dear, perhaps even a little scornful. 

" Thank you," she said, and she moved across the room 
to Cynthia's side. " We would not have stayed to 
dinner, I came here to-night," her eyes lingered on 
the man for one moment, " to ask you a question ; you 
have answered it before I pat it even." She turned her 
back on him. " Shall we go home, Cynthia t " she 
asked. 
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The man stood like a graven image, and watehed tliem 
go. HiaejesmetCynttua'sjustaaBtietaniedattliedooT 
for a final look at him ; she hoped he was able to read in 
them all tlie scorn she felt. 

Outside in the dark, deserted street, GTnthia tried to 
slip a hand into Elsie's, bat the girl diew beiseU away. 

" Don't touch me or sympathize, please, Weet," she 
Baid, hei voice abrapt and frigid. " I want to be left 
alone, and will yon go hom« in the 'bos and leave me to 
walk by myself 1 I won't be much later than you, and I 
must be by myself foi a little." 

" Let me walk with you," begged Cynthia'; " I won't 
speak to you, oi woiiy you in any way." 

" No," answered Elsie, " I must be alone. Please, 
please let me have my own way in this. Oh, I tun not 
going to do exciting things, like suicide ; .if that is what 
is worrying you, I can promise you that." 

" Vety well," acquiesced Cynthia meekly. 

She climbed into the 'bus and journeyed home alone, 
miserably awaie of how the greatest of fnendahipa 
can fail to comfort or make Qp foi the loss of love. 

The evening's pilgrimage was never resized to be- 
tween the two girls again ; Elsie apparently pat bez dream 
behind bei and ignored it ; at least there were no more 
tears, no more wild passionate railings against life, and 
Cynthia had made up her mind that she herself would not 
i^ei to dermel again nor divulge hex knowledge of him. 
It would only hurt Elsie the more, she thought, foi she 
bad often told Elsie of Gennel and how much he had 
mnted herto marry him. Sotbe matter was more than 
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ever ignored between them and Clennel's Dame and per- 
sonality dropped back into the ahadovlaod of Opithia'a 
memory. Sometimes, Cynthia thought, that with the 
same strength of vill with which she crushed all 
symptoms of regret, Elsie smothered all laughter and 
enjoyment in her heart. Nothing amused or interested 
her. She yreat with Cynthia, as of ohl, to the theatres, 
for walks, for motor-nius dnves down into all the old 
parts of London, but the happy spirit of oompaniooahip 
had gone from between theoL It was a strai^e, new, 
silent Elsie that lived in the little flat, and sometimes 
her Teiy presence depressed Cynthia to the verge of 
tears. After about a fortnight of tramping from 
re^try office to office, the girl secured a post down in 
the city again ; a small dingy ofBs6, badly lit and Tenla- 
lated, where for 25s. a week she did all the correspondence 
and typing work of an oily Jew solicitor. She did her 
work with machine-like regularity ; Cynthia, in her Qiaf- 
toQ Street office, with its wide, spacious rooms, and the 
coming and going of customers all day, had no conception 
of the drudgery, the stifling sameness, of Elsie's days. 
Was it any wonder that, behind the seeming in- 
difEerenoe of the gitPs face, a wild spirit of revolt 
seethed and gathered strength, angaish and fierce 
resentment combining to form a fraoe which was one 
day to drive Elsie ontmde Cynthia's sphere of life 
altogether, on to the rooks of despair themselves. 
Not yet awhile ; for the present her whole bong was 
nnmbed and apathetic : physically and mentally die was 
worn out. The da^ were a weariness to her : nightly she 
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ptayed foi death and gwned instead only raffidott 
■le^ to fit ,hei foi anothei day's woik. Was this 
to be hei liie till the end of tame, was she to lest cod- 
tait with tills, she, who had had the golden apple of th« 
woild held to her lips, whose month was still consciotiB of 
its faint sweet daTouT Like the younger sister in 
Christina Roasetti's OoUin Market, Elsie's heart and lips 
damoand for more of the Bweet-4astiug fruit, whose juice 
tmns to wotmwood and gall in the veins ; and, unknown 
even to herself, her feet had taken the fiiat step towards 
Bo-called '^^oe, the doorway to which is ao often poitalled 
with what we deemed was Love. 
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SPBIKG dftwned slowly in Loadon th&t year. Th« 
wioter had been a long and sereie one; even 
April wag a month of fienm, gusty winds and hailstomui, 
bnt with the coming of May the cold spell broke, and 
Spring took poBsessiDn of the woild. Qrim, dirty, amok»- 
laden London woke ttp one morning to find Spring 
not only at her gates, but invading her very heart. 
Wide spIasheB of aplmdid yellow danced in all the 
Bqnares and gardou, gay nodding daffodili decked the 
parks, the almond trees unfolded their delicate pink 
blossoniB againjBt the faintest and dimmest of blue 
ekies. Spring is no riotous invader of London ; nowher* 
in the world is her arrival more stealthily sweet and 
nnawaroB, and the very delicacy of her presence seenu 
to lend a glamour to the sun's rays ; they touch grey 
houses and stnets with fairy fingers, transforming 
them into something soft and lovely. 

The Bfnrits of Love and Spring go hand in hand ; it 
is in Spring that — 
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" Toath oaOa to yonth, the wid« world ovar, 
like wind to lea, like bee to oloTer." 

Cynthia, foi no partdculai reason, except jnat thst 
she wu yoimg with the rest of the world, developed 
a feeling of most lidiouloiu hsppinees during these 
May days. The flowers in the parks, the hlue skies, 
the gaily dressed shop-windows, all filled her with the 
some feeling of elation. Snatches of songs were for ever 
(HI hei lips, happiness bnbbled into laughter at the 
slightest excuse. She was glad to be alive, glad to be 
in London, glad abont every single thing in her existence. 
AU this naturally blinded het to the state of fierce 
despair which had taken possession of Elsie. Happiness 
is not really sympathetic : to be touched by sorrow 
we need to have a grief of our own. Cynthia, because' 
Elsie's lips were silent, hoped that the wound was 
healing, believed even that the new happiness of Aovec 
and bird and beast would help to heal it. And 
Elsie was very silent ; the days of her wild outbuzsts 
against Fate weie over, and she kept quiet now. Only 
her eyes were for ever sullen, even when her lips 
smiled. \ 

Perhaps Miss Powell was the only one of all her 
companions to see any danger behind Elsie's apathy. 
Stem, grey-haired old lady as she was, het heart ached, 
even ithea she most disapproved of the girl ; she had 
some faint inkling of the struggle that might be going on 
in Elsie's heart, because for one thing she had come 
in contact with every kind of life in her hospital career, 
and, for another, she had learnt to know that lozury 
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IB a thing that eats into the life of people until the 
want of it becomes tmbearable. Faaeion, she aoknow- 
ledged to heiself sometimes with a frown, is a force 
as stioi^ and as mighty' almost as love. She knew 
Elsie's home life, foi of late she had taken to spending 
a great many of her evenings with the two girls ; she 
guessed, too, at the hoars in office, the dreary monotony, 
the eveiUeting grind of Elsie's days. It most all 
seem so hopelessly unpalatable to the giil whose passion 
had for a short time been awakened and satisfied 
with the glamonr of life and wealth. Bat Miss 
Powell's knowledge was of no more use to her in 
^ving help to EMe than Cynthia's babbling oheerfal- 
ness. 

" Would joa not be better, dear," she ventnied once 
in speaking to Elsie, " away from all these old sanoond- 
ingal Spiing is so beaatifal in the country; don't yoa 
feet yon would like it T '* 

But Elue shook her head ; it sometimes seemed as 
if she resented any eSort made to help her. " No," 
she answered, " if yoa want to know, home azid Spring 
in the country would tnm me into a raving lonatio in 
five minutes. Not that that would matter very 
much, only it would be bad luck on the dad selecting 
his house for such an event. It would be cheaper to 
die." She turned away, but Miss Powell put a 
gentle hand on her arm. 

"Death often seems the easiest way, bnt if we 
want him very much he is certain to escape us," she 
Baid. " Our instinct is to live, you see." 
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" That ia jnsb it," ansveied Elsie. She tuned, her 
face aflame with passionate indignataon. "And is 
thifl life t " Her eyes avept loimd the room aad 
reeted on Cynthia's Bgnie busily engaged in dishing 
up supper in their diminatdve kitchen. " Uy instinct 
is to live too," she ended, hot the veil had fallen OTei 
her eyes again, the feeling had died from her face, 
leaving it eiillen and indifieient. 

" What will yon do when the sister comes home t " 
Elsie Bslrod Cynthia on another occasion. " She will 
be home this summer, wcm't she ? — ^will yoa give np the 
flat and go back to your proper sphoe for a bit t " 

C^thia looked np. "I don't suppose bo," she 
answered, a little surprised at the question. " This 
is my proper sphere, anyway, and there will still be 
yoa : we stand and fall together with the flat, don't 
we 1 " Bhe laughed, her eyes meeting Elsie's for the 
moment. 

" I don't want yon to feel that," Elsie argued — ^her 
face flushed and the colour died away slowly — " I 
want yon to go back and leave all this, if the sister 
asks you. It is not your sphere, and as for me, I don't 
think I shall stay much longer ; sometimes I feel as if 
I couldn't bear it for another hour." Hcf hands 
clenched together on her lap, she bent her head over 

" Are yon still wanting liim t " asked Cynthia, hex 
v<HCe enbdned to a proper level of E^mpathy. 

Elsie lifted her head. " Xo," she esaA, her words 
hard and defiant, " I buried all that kind of feeling 
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tnontlifi ago, it is not him I want now.itia excitement, 
pleasme, money. One doesn't get maoh of any of 
those on 25s. a week, -wiih office fiom nine to six." 

" But what will you do t" asked Cynthia. " Where 
will yaa go ! Wha^ sort of work will yon find to give 
yon pleasure, excitement, money t " 

Elsie's ^ea stared at hex for a moment, then she 
rose abmptly, tidying away her work with roogh 
bands. 

" I don't know," she said, " and anyway does it 
matter t We have each of us to find our own way 
through life. West ; we can't walk hand-in-hand with 
any one." 

" You are going away, then t " asked Cynthia. Of 
late she had felt at times as if the flat, their life together, 
her 7eiy cheerfnlneee, had got on Elsie's nerves. The 
depression of the thought sounded in. her voice, but 
Elsie did not seem to notice it. 

" I don't know," she answered again ; " but anyway 
I am not to be counted on, and that is why I want you 
to arrange with your sister if you feel inclined to." 

"I see," agreed Cynthia, She felt as if her love 
bad become something tangible, and as if Elsie had 
gathered it together and flung it back in her face. 
The blow tingled, and she could find no words 
to plead against the other's indiflerenoe. But even 
if Elsie did go, if the flat had to be given up, could 
she go back to what Elsie had alluded to as her proper 
sphere. What of Ted. Which life was reaHy hers ! 
She did not need to put the question into words, it 
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dunoond londly enongli in her heaib, and the answer 
was not yery tax off. 

"D<m't yaa tfaink, Wm Weeton," asked Miaa 
Richards a day oi two later, pausing in her woik and 
stodying Cynthia's bent head, " that it is very ridicD- 
lotu the way waiten at these smart lestaniantB and 
places got themselTea up to look exactly like gmtle- 
menl " 

" Why 1 " asked Cynthia. 

" Well it makes it so difficult to reoognize the difFennoe 
between them and the gneets," Miss Biohaids explained 
as she leant back in hei chaiz. " Did I tell yon about 
the dance I was at the othet evening I " 

"Not yet," acknowledged Cynthia with a smile. 
Behind Miss Richards' immaoolately dreased head of 
hair she could see the two little apprentice giils, and 
gathered from their ezpreasions that the account bad al- 
ready held the office spellboand once or twice. Miss 
Riohaids worried a story to death, and someismes Cynthia 
was moved to wonder what on earth a family of Richards 
aU gathered together for the evening meal and all 
anziona to recount th« various happenings of the day 
could ba like. Her pencil strayed aimlessly from 
etching in a profile of one of the gid's heads to an 
exact reproduction of the reception-room mantel- 
piece, while Miss Richards, uninterrupted, and for 
the time being absolutely happy, went over the events 
of the evening. It was such a characteristic jumble 
of " Then I said," or " I thought," or " It did make me 
laugh," that it was practically unnecessary to listen 
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and OTiithia wbb roused from a vague dieam of Uisa 
BichardB at a dance where all tte men probably wore 
red pocket-bandkerchiefB tucked into their waistcoats 
and white cotton gloves, to a realization that the flow 
of conTersation had dwindled down to a question. 

" We were wondering if yon would," Miss Richards 
waa asking. 

"HI would what 1 " O^nthia was forced to 



One of the girls at the back tittered, it was common 
knowledge in the finn that no one listened more than 
was necessary to Miss Biohards. 

"If you would join our little party next time," 
e^lained Miss Bichaids. "They are really great 
sport, these dances. We each bring oux own man, so 
there is no trouble about partners." 

" It is awfully kind of you," said Cynthia hmriedly, 
" but I am afraid I shouldn't be of any use, I don't 
know any men at all," 

" Why not ask Mr. Hunter t " Miss Richards 
suggested — she picked np the work she bad been en- 
gaged on before the dance had come into her mind — 
"He would jnmp at the chance of goii^ anywhere 
with you." 

Cynthia felt, and knew that she probably looked, 
tmnoyed, "I should hardly care to ask him," she 
answered, 

" Oh, well, just as you like," agreed Miss Richards. 
" Only thought I would suggest it ; we might have 
mads a jolly party : Mr. Townsend is coming too. I 
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think yon might say to thin woman," she tnxDed to 
one of the appientioes, " that we have leceived hei 
oideiB with many thaokB, and note what she leqoitea." 
She slapped the letter down and stood up. " That is 
oil the oideia ton to-day," she siud. " Yon really 
won't think of asking Mr. Hunter I" 

" I think not," answered Cynthia. " I am not 
awfully keen on dancing mjBeU," she added. The vision 
of red pocket-handkerohie& and white cotton gloves 
fia^ed across her mind again. 

"It is BGss Bichards who wants Mr. Hunter," 
little Mas Duke ventured, once Miss Bichards' figure 
had vanished through the reception-room door. " She 
has been trying to catch Mr. Hunter ever since ehe 
came here. She &ays he has got divine eyes." 

" Does she T " said Cynthia. She gathered her papers 
together preparatory to going to her own room, and 
getting the letters typed. "Why doesn't she ask 
him herself, thent She knows liim as well as I 
do." 

Tlie other appr^itioe, a slight, pretty girl, with eyea 
like a stag, and marvellous coloured hair, broke into a 
little laugh. "He can't beat her," she announced, 
*' and all the office knows he loves yon." 

" Uiss Bichards is very spiteful about it too," pat 
in Miss Duke. " She said the other day that you must 
find it very tiring being amusing for such long periods, 
because ib. Hunter may be good looking, but he is 
awfully slow." 

It was ridiculous to be angry about a little thing 
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lilre tliat, doubly lidiooloiu to vent hei dupleasnn as 
Cyntliia did upon Ted, but her annoyance found scope 
foi great gnevance in the mere fact of his pladng het 
in such a position that the whole ofi^ could make 
temarks of that sort. Ted's leception when he next 
looked into hei room was naturally chilly, not to say 
freezing. 

" Have I done anything to annoy you T " he asked 
finally, various small attempts to draw her into amia- 
bility having failed. 

Cynthia surveyed him coldly. " No," she said, " I 
don't happen to feel amusing to-day and I have got a 
great many letters to write if you would not miud 
leaving me alone to do thesL" 

It was the first time ihey had ever made eaoh 
other angiy, and that so small a thing should 
have cansed so deep a quarrel went far to 
show how near lay the flame of paisioEi to 
their make-heUeve. For three days Ted 'Hunter, 
held in a sullen flt of depression, avoided Cynthia, 
and never Ufted his eyes from his work, oz in any 
sort of way joined in the conversation of the others. 
Cynthia, the first day, was annoyed and a little aurprised, 
on the sectmd, surprised and a Uttle hurt, and on the 
third, very much hurt and tiKooughly miserable; yet pride 
prevented her taking the first etep towards peace. 
Then Sunday intervened, and ou the fourth day of their 
quarrel an incident occurred that swept aside all 
Noughts of pride and left her face to face with the truth 
of her own feelings. 
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"Hx. Htmtra vfflit to the danoe on Saturday," Wta 
Duke infonned Cyntliia first thing on If onday 
moming. " Hub RichanU asked him^ uid she 
flays " 

" Oh, shot op, Miss Duke," a red-haired girl pat 
in, " I don't see what yon want to repeat Waa 
Richard's yams, iat they probably aren't tioe." 

" I don't bdieve them uther," admitted Miss Dake, 
" (mly they are rattier fanny." 

" Tell on, then," suggested Cynthia ; she was waiting 
to get the morning letters and Hr. Townsend was in- 
dulging in a wordy argument with Mi. Thompson in 
the office. 

" Well," even the led-haiied girl laid down what she 
was woddng at to watoh the efiect of Miss Dnke's 
oommnnioation. " She says he sat oat an awfol lot 
with h«r, and he — " her voice dropped to a delighted 
whisper, " he Idssed her." 

" I don't believe it," was Cynthia's fizst instinctive 
thought, and she voiced it before she had had time to 
remember piide oi fondence. 

"Even if he did," snggested the red-haired ffd — ^her 
voice soonded sympathetic, she had always taken a 
romantio interest in Ted and Cynthia — " it was probably 
because she asked him to, or " 

Cyntlua had had time to temember pride. " I don't 
think it really need interest vb one way or the other," 
she interrapted. "What other adventures did Miss 
Richards have to relate t " 

" Oh, none," Uiss Duke shook her head and the red- 
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hured giri picked up lier woik again, " Mi. Tovnaend 
has got heaps of yaxuB, but yon will probably bear 
them yoniseli some time oi other." 

GynlJua irent back to her own room, a aheaf of 
letters to be answered in her hand, a storm of some- 
thing — ^jealousy she would not admit to — in her heart. 
She found Ted in hia accustomed place, which had not 
seffli him for four days, looking oat of the window. 
He tamed as she opened the door and th^ eyea met, 
nother of them saying a word ; then Cynthia, feeling 
tax some sixange reason as thoogh the room were shaking 
round her, sHpped round the table and sat down in her 
chair. 

" It is a long time since you honooied me," she said, 
hoping her voice sounded aa unconcerned as she 
tried to make it. " Got over being stufiy 1 " 

The man left the window and came and stood 
beside her, his figure blocking out the hght, shutting 
hex as it were into the comer of the room. Cynthia 
did not raise her head to look at him, only she noticed 
his hands, how th« muscles stood out on them, how 
tight he had them clenched. It gave her an odd thrill 
of fear to watch his hands, and though she was aware 
that mloice was dangerous, she oould find no word to 
break it. It seemed a long time that they remained 
' like that. Cynthia had no conception of the fight the 
man was waging with himseU. Hei own breath was 
coming a little fast and those clenched hands of his 
fascinated her ; she could not take her eyes from them. 
Then suddenly, ^ving way to an instinct that had been 
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prompting her from the firat, she pat out her own cool, 
small fingers and laid them on his. 

" Have yon been awfolly angiy ! " she whispered ; 
het voice voold not rise above a whiBper. 

like the fizst vave overcoming the wall which has 
for months withstood the tmy of the tide, that touch of 
hers broke down the man's self-control, what followed 
was as inevitable as the inrush of the tide. No shadow 
of pretence or convention stood between them fox the 
moment ; they were jost man and woman, and Cynthia 
lifted her month obedioit to the call of his desire. The 
world floated away from her : time became as nothing ; 
she hardly realized even that she was b^ng kissed. 

Nor did she attempt to hold back, it was the man, 
who after a second or two drew his lips away and stood 
up. 

" I am glad," she heard him say, " God, how ^ad 1 
And yet, sorry, dear, if it has hurt yoo," 

His voioe broke the spell, and Cynthia struggled in 
his arms. 

" Please let me go," she said, somewhat half-heartedly ; 
" snpposing somebody was to come into the room." 

" I don't oare," answered the man, his voice glad and 
triumphant. " The whole office may dash in if they 
like." 

He tilted up her face and their eyes met again, and 
then their lips, till at last Cynthia lay ba(^ against his 
arm, dazed aad a little ^ddy from the tumult of her 
own awakened feelii^. 

" Oh, don't," she whispered, " please, please, don't 
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kiss me again. I want to think, to tty and tmderataiid 
things, and I can't think while yon are soneai. Will 
jon leave me alone, just foi a little, please t Give me 
time to find out vhat it all means ! " 

The man stood away at once, thrusting his hands 
into his pockets. " What a brnte I am," he said, " to 
take you at a disadvantage like that. And yet I am 
afraid to go and leave yon to your thoughts, as you say. 
Youi brain will be against me ; you will realize that I 
had no right to touch you oi kiss you, but I love you, 
that is the truth of the matter. I love you. What 
are yon going to do about it t " 

" I want to think," answered Oynthia. She pnt up 
hei hands, they seemed as cold as ice against her flushed 
cheeks. " Is this really love 1 " She asked her 
eternal question hardly above a whisper. 

Ted held out his hands impulsively, and caught hers 
ftway from her face so that he oould look into her eyes 
again. 

" Do you doubt it ? " he asked. 

But Cynthia drew her hands away: she had just 
remembered what she had heard that morning. "I 
don't know what to think," she aiuweired slowly. 
** Just kissing a person doesn't always mean that you 
love them, does it 1 " 

" No," Ted admitted. " Sometimes not kissing 
them means more. I have wanted to kiss yon for so 
long, dreamt of it so often, that the struggle to prevent 
myself has been no easy matter. To-day, somehow, 
jour eyes seemed to carry some diSerent message, I " 
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lie broke ofE Baddeoly and tinned away, walloDg ovei 
to tlie window. " Did it aeem hateful to you i " he 
asked, bis back towaids her, hie voice so low that Cynthia 
could barely catch the words. 

Hateful to her I — Cynthia leant quickly over the table 
and sorted out her letters, she woold at that moment 
rather have died than admit how unhatefnl it had 
be^i, her heart was proving such a traitor to all the 
rules and standardB of her brain. So the man got no 
answer ; in the pause that followed he read his own 
meaning into hei silence and thoagh his eyes looked out 
on bright gay sunshine it seemed to them that every- 
tlung was black. Then he turned to hei again, his face 
white, his eyes heavy. 

" I suppose I ought to apologize," he said, " for 
what I have done. If you are thinking very badly of 
me, will you remember that it has not altogether been 
my fault 1 I think you have known for some time that 
I loved yon, and you, well, you have not always made 
the fight easy for me." He moved over to the door. 
" And I am not sorry," he went on, suddenly his voice 
was hoarse ; " if it all ends here and now, I shall be 
glad to the last hour of my life that I have kissed you." 
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HIBB FOWBLL WAS fnra DOUBTS 

OF C011IB6 it did cot all end there. Cynthia 
was at aome paina to explain to herself why it 
did not, and she refused even in the privacy of her ovn 
thoughts to admit to the leal reason. So far had she 
drifted into love for Ted, the corrents and tides of hei 
life helping her, that now, even if the power to steer dear 
from his infloence had been giv^i to her, it is to be 
donbted if she would have exercised it. His kisses 
were not hateful to her; all the other excuses she 
brought forward to explain her course of conduct were 
very good and partly true, but they would not have 
weighed an iota if the great fact of her awakened sense 
of k)Te had not been behind them, and love — how could 
she own to love I So she was first of all sorry for Ted — 
his aloof wretchedness gave scope for that — thai curious, 
then anxions to help, even to the extent of sacrificiDg 
her own printdples, quite forgetting that these same 
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piindplee had been sea tteied to the winds long before,witli 
ttie first toncli of his lipe on hen. And the game vob 
played well ; Xatnre fits women for the task of foster- 
ing a man's desire and concealing all the time their 
own, Bematd Shaw perhaps gets lathei nearer the 
truth than any other modem writer in his cmde descrip- 
tion of woman's chase of man ; only woman does it 
instinctively ; not, aa he would have ns bdieve, with 
some deep plan of marriage and motherhood bdiind 
the action. 

Oynthia, during the course of the next week, persuaded 
Ted into s belief that she was the kind of person who 
disliked being kissed ; not because she disliked h't" in 
particolar, but just because hers was a nature so 
aloof and pure that physical contact of any sort was 
repellent to her. That he did not find difficult to be- 
lieve, for the idea had been in hia own heart to 
start with. From there, she advanced him slowly to 
the fact that instead of being angry with him she 
was intensely pitiful. If she pat out hands to touch 
him, or lifted perilously sweet lips and bewildered eyea 
to meet lus longing, it was not because she wanted 
hitT) to kiss her — as he might have been led to sup- 
pose — ^bnt was merely due to her desire to help 
him if she could, with sympathy. It did not help 
him, but then how was she to have known that 
— ^that was his fault, not hers. All this Ted fully 
realized ; then ten days after the kissing episode he 
plucked up courage to ask hra to go to the theatre with 
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him f^ain, and oat of het miiacnloiu kinduees she 
oonBented. 

They dined togethet at a small, nnpretcmtions 
restaoiant in the heart of Boto, and across the table, 
its gay vase of roses pushed a little to one side, the 
clatter of kniveB and forks all romid them, the wailing 
notes of a violin mingling with the soond of voices and 
whispered ctmvenatlonB from the neighbouring tables, 
Cynthia broached the Babjeot of Miss lEUohards, a subject 
which had on the whole worried her pretty considerably 
during the past fortaiigbt. 

" Did ' you have a good danoe the other night t " 
she asked. 

" Botten 1 " the man answered — ^his e^es fell from 
hers, and he frowned. 

Cynthia watching him smiled a little, she had had the 
answer to the question in her mind, but she was not 
content to rest there. 

" Why rotten t " she qaeried. " Wasn't Miss Richards 
nice to you t " 

" I suppoae it was myself that made it rotten," 
Ted answered shortly. " Need we talk about it 1 " 

"Not if yon would rather not," Cynthia agreed 
innocently. "Miss Kcharda seemed to be full of 
such ezmting tales, I thought " 

The man lifted his head quickly, and cau^t her 
half-quizzical glance. " You know then t " ha said ; 
and added rather inconsequently, "nine men out of 
tea woold have done what I did." 
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CyB^aa raised etizprised eTebrowa. "What did 
yon do t " ahe aalced. 

" She wanted me to kiss her, and I kissed her," Ted 
explained brosqaely. 

Cynthia bioke into a ripple of amused laughter. 
Ted was fanny in his present attitude of ashamed 
trathfulneaa. *' ' The woman tempted me,' " she 
reminded him ; " man's old argommt since the world 
began — why not own to more of the troth t " 

" Because what you think is the truth, isn't," he 
answered stubbornly. " I didn't want to kiss her, I 
hated it. It mayn't be nice of me to say so, and you 
won't beheve it, but it's tme. She wanted me to — 
girls can show you that very plunly, yon know — and I 
— " he leant a little nearer across the table towards her, 
and his eyes held hers very steadfastly, " well, perhaps 
I was a little tired of the everlasting struggle for self- 
repreasion, perhaps I even hoped that I should like it, 
that it would help to ease the insane craving for some- 
thing else that had been going on in my heart. It 
is yonr own doctrine of man's love, you will remember. 
I tried to prove it true. It was a ghastly failure." 

Cynthia's face flossed, and she devoted a very oare- 
fnl attention to her ice. 

" Has it ever entered your head to think that kind 
of thing about me 1 " she asked after a minute or 
two. 

" What sort of thing ! " Ted asked. 

" That I wanted yon to kiss me," answered Cynthia. 
She did not lift her head and the knowledge that there 
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was tzatli behind the qaestion made the hot blood 
flame in hei cheeks. 

" Sometimes, in mj dreams," the man answered ; 
" bat I am not a fool, I don't delude myseli with that 
kind of hope viheai I am awake." 

" Does she love you ! " investigated Cynthia ; the 
weight of doubt lifted from her mind, she could afiord 
to be curious. 

" Of course not," Ted answered — he stood up Mid 
(dgned to the waiter to bring the bill — "that kind of 
thing isn't love." 

"You draw a line too, then," argued Cynthia, as 
they came out of the reetauiant door into the quiet, 
dim street, " like Mattie and Elsie and all the others. 
This is love, you say, that isn't : how is one to know ! " 
Hk face was poplezed and earnest. " In both 
iuBtances you kissed us: why is what you give me, 
love, and what you give her, not love t " 

"I didn't give her anything," the man answered. 
As she walked beside him the brim of Cynthia's hat 
just shut the outline of her face from his eyes ; he was 
seized with an insane deeire to put up his hands and 
take it off. Hia mind was on fire with a longing for a 
sight of her lips and eyes. 

"Bat yon Idssed her," persevered Cynthia. 

" Yes," he admitted. 

" AjiA you kissed me," continued Cynthia. " What 
is the difteieace 1 " she asked, and paused in their 
walk to look up at him. 

" Just this," answered Ted — his hands caught hes 



nGoo^L' 



300 Blind Eyes 

aziDi in a grip of iron — " I love you, love yon sufficiently 
to crash back self and all desires of gratifying self into 
tlifl background of my life. Do yoa know what I 
shonld do if I didn't love yoa t " — ^his face for tke 
moment was grim and stem — "I should take yoa 
and crush yoa in my arms, take my fill of yoa and 
yoar kisses ; do yoa think yoa could stop me, or fight 
against me, if I didn't love you 1 That is the brute in 
man, and yoa axe frightened of it and powerless against 
it. Because I love you," his hands loosened their 
hold slipped down her arms till they reached her 
hands and held them gently, " you will never have 
any reason to be afraid of me. Yoa will never meet 
that side of me," — ^he lifted her hands and pressed them 
to his face — " God helping me," he whispered. 

Cynthia caught her breath in a sob, and though he 
would have let go her hands she clung to his, pulling 
herself a little nearer to him. 

" I am frightened now," she owned, " but not 
altogether of you." 

Sitting together a little later in the darkness of the 
theatre, whilst a melodramatic hero, to the strains of a 
pleading waltz, told the coy heroine of his passion for 
her, Ted kissed Cynthia again, just the faint brushing 
of his lipB against her cheek. She turned in the gloom to 
meet his eyes, and heart spoke to heart in the silence, 
till Cynthia's eyes fell before his, and her only answer 
was that she moved a little nearer to him, and somehow 
or other his hands found heis and held them. 

"It is the most extraordinary way to behave in a 
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theatre," lemonstiated Cynthia, woman-like the first 
to foe awaie of outside observance once the lights had 
flaied up again. Bat that, and the warm flush of 
her cheeks, was the only remocslzaace she offered to his 
conduct. It is hardly a matter of soipiise that Ted 
paid Teiy little attention to either. 

A rapttuous fortnight followed for Cynthia, a time 
of stolen kisses and quick glad moments, when the 
blood thrilled in her heart. She was content juat to 
live for the time being — thoughts and ai^nments, doubts 
and fears, she pushed aside ; love hdd the whole world. 
He took her nature and shook it alive to a pulsating 
melody of joy. 

" I thought," she said onoe to Ted, as she leaned 
back against his arms, tired and almost bruised from 
the strength of his holding, " that X was looking 
for a man who would love me just with his brain 
and only in words ; now I know that it is the feelii^ 
of your strength, the hard force of your arms round 
me, that wakes my heart. I love you because yon 
are strong and rough, and s man, and yon — ^well, you 
don't love me for my soul, do you 1 " 

"I love you for everything about yon," the man 
answered. " For the colour of your eyes and hair, 
for the soft smoothness of your face, the cool sweet 
touch of your arms and neck, I suppose I love your 
soul too, but I can't kiss it, as I can yonr body." 

Cynthia tnmed in his arms. "Don't say things 
like that," she remonstrated. " It makes me blush." 
Then she laughed and buried her face against his coat. 
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"lamgladlamniceaiidBoftaiid Bmoothtotonch, Ted. 
I tike yon to Iota me for all that." A sudden donbt 
seixed her, she freed herself a little from his hold, and 
looked tip at him. " I wonder if it is bad J " she 
asked. 

" If what ia bad, yoa fanny child 1 " queried Ted. 

"All this," explained Cynthia giavely, hei ^es 
looked worried. " Letting yon kiaa me, and liking it 
and — oh, everything t " 

" Why should it be." Ted caught her to him again 
and bent to kiss the stray curl that was forever blowing 
across her face, but Cynthia put up protesting hands 
and pushed him away. "I hadn't thought of it like 
that before," she mused, " but I suppose it ia wrong 
what we are doing, at least, I suppose doing wrong 
begins with something just hke this." 

Ted lauded and caught hex hands, forcing hex 
eyes to meet his. "You know quite well that it 
isn't, that it couldn't be wrong," he eaid. 

" No, I don't," argued Cynthia ; " the kindest thing 
that people could say about us," she went on with 
infinite wisdom, " would be that we are not wise ; it 
is not a very far step from that to being wicked." 

The man's face grew suddenly grave, he pulled her 
towards him, and hid her perplexed eyes with one 
band. " I'll see to it that the worst they can ever say 
of us, darling, is that we were not wise," he whispered ; 
" trust that to me." 

" Very well," laughed Clynthia, 'as she put up her 
hands to omooth her ruffled hair ; " the responsibility 
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slian be yoQiB. In the meanwlule, will 70a please 
lemember tliat this ia an office and our present poaitios 
is most nubusiness-Hke 1 " 

" I am just going," agreed Ted, " but before I go, 
say yes to coming 'to the theatre to-night." 

Cynthia shook hex head. "I can't, Ted," she 
ansveied, " really and truly, I can't. It wonld be the 
fourth night running, and I must think of Elsie, you 
know. I have been so happy jost lately, that I haven't 
bothered about her veiy much." 

Which in a sense was deplorably true. Cynthia 
was contrite for her forgetfulneas when she paused to 
remember. Poor Elsie, how dull the evraiings must 
seem to her now, bow dull the days. In a certain sense 
Cynthia could more fully sympathize with the blank 
in Elsie's life now that she herself had awakened to a 
knowledge of how good life can be. She stopped at a 
florist's on her way home that evening, and bought 
a few flowers, Elsie's favourite — scented Parma 
violets, 

" I win get back first," was her thought, " and make 
the flat look really nice, and I will have the snppa 
ready and everything bdore she arrives." 

As a matter of fact, supper was prepared and eaten, 
in the end, by Cynthia alone. Elsie did not appear. At 
half-past nine Miss Powell knocked and thrust hex 
gray head round the comer of the door. 

" Actually at home ? " she asked. " Yoa two girls 
have been turning night into day lately." 

" I am in," explained Cynthia. " Bbie hasn't arrived 
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yet, but I don't sappoae she will be long. Won't yon 
come in and keep me company ! " 

Mifis Powell's figoie followed hei head ; she shut the 
dooi caiefnlly bdiind bet. " The two of yoa haven't 
been out much together lately, have yoa ! " fdte 
asked. 

" No," admitted Cynthia, she flushed slightly. " I 
have been doing the lonnd of the theatres with a friend. 
Has Elsie been ont too 1 I didn't know," 

Miss Powell nodded, 8b.e moved across to the window, 
and pulling the cnrtun aside, peered out. 

" Mr. MathewB has planted bis tulips all wrong," she 
remarked inconaequently ;] then she turned to Cynthia : 
" Has Elsie any friends to go about with, barring yoa 1 " 
«he asked. 

"I don't think so," Cynthia answered, she stirred 
uneasily. " But just lately she has seemed to want 
to be by herself; she has grown awfully misodable 
since her illness." 

Miss Powell's eyes watched her gravely. " I am 
afraid she is terribly unhappy," she said presently. 
" One does not always choose one's friends wisely mider 
those circamstances." 

" What do you mean t " asked Cyntiiia. 

" I have seen E3sie once or twice, lately, when she 
has been out," explained SCas Powell briefly. " 6ot^ 
times t^t I have met hei she has been with another 
woman, some one whom, from her appearance, I should 
describe as a most undesirable acquaintance." 

" Do yoa mean a rather stoat, over-dressed woman, 
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with very lond colonzed bait and peonliar eyee t " 
aaked Cynthia. 

" That almost desciibeB her," nodded Ifiss Powell. 

" Oh, that " — a note of lelid soonded in Cynthia's 
voice — "ia a Mn. UacNab, who had the flat below 
Elsie's in Queen's Bood. Elsie did not seem to like heir 
bat she always said she seemed very kind-hearted 
and anxiogg to be fiiendB. I only saw her once and I 
hated hai." She bent her head over her sewing again. 
" When yon b^an telling me about Elsie," she admitted^ 
" I was afraid perhaps it was another man." 

Hiss Powell pulled np a diair and sat down ; the worry 
had not lifted from her face. " Some women are much 
more dangerous than any man ooold be to Elsie now,"' 
she said. " I wish " 

Whatever her wish was to have been, the telling of 
it was broken oB short by Elsie's entrance. She stood 
in the doorway a minute or two, before coming in, 
surveying the occupants, and a curious wave of scent 
came into the room with her. Her cheeks were unnatur- 
ally flushed, her eyes bright and hard. 

"Hullo," she said, nodding to Miss Fowdl, and 
addressing Cynthia, " yon are in to-night, are you 7 I 
didn't say anything about not coming into supper, 
because I folly expected you would be oat too. Sorry 
if you waited for me." 

Her voice was cnriously unfamiliar. Cynthia found 
h^self staring at Elsie, and she did not seem to And 
anything to say in answer to the other's greeting. USsa 
Powell stood ap, her eyes had grown a little stem. 
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" Hays yoa hod aDytliiiig to eat t " she aaked. 

ElBie glanced at her and lao^ied. " Oli, yes," slie 
said, "I have had Bomething to eat all right." She 
closed the dooi and crossed the loom, and taking ofi 
her hat flnng it aside on to the bed while she stood in 
front of the glass STUveying herself. " Do yon lilre me 
Uke this. West t " she aaked saddenly, turning to 
Cynthia and ignoring Miss Powell's stem grave figure. 
"I've been to ABCot with Mrs. MacNab'a party; 
champagne lunch and champagne sapper, with a 
free doing of my haii in the Utest style thrown in. 
Do yon Uke the result I Mrs. ifacKab achieved 
it." 

Cynthia stood up. Her eyes vent from Elsie's head of 
terribly arranged hair to Mias Powell's face ; she was 
conscionB of a paralysing tension in the air." 

" It is very wonderful," she managed at last, her 
eyes coming back to Elsie. " But how did yon manage 
abont office." 

" I just didn't go," stated Elsie. She shrugged her 
shoulders and sank into s chair. " Giod, I am tired," 
she said ; " just dead to the world, and it has all been 
hateful — hateful." Her voice broke : she jerked back 
her head defiantly. " But at least it is better than 
office. I shall never, never, go to office again." 

"Elaie," gasped Cynthia, ^e took a quick step 
towards her friend, but Miss Powdl intervened. 

"Don't bother her with questions to-night," she 
said. " She is dead tired, one can see that, and a little 
over excited. The best thing yon can both do is to pack 



nGoo^L' 



Blind Eyes 207 

ofi to bed and axgoB oat this qoestum of office in the 



Elsie had lis^i vith one ann leetmg on the mantel- 
piece. She was stodying hei face in the glass, the oTer- 
dushed cheelis, the haid red of her lips, the smudge of 
the pencil round her eyes. 

" Yes, I am tired " — she nodded to the reflection — 
" and ovei excited ; it's a kind way to pQt it." She 
straightened herself fiercely. "I'll go to bed," — she 
oaoght Miss Powell's eyes and stared at them defiantly. 
" And I'll play the game now and always by her '* — she 
nodded towards Cynthia. " You needn't be afraid of 
that." 

She picked up her hat and moved to the front room, 
turning by the door to look at them again. Under 
the paint her face bad grown white, and her eyes for the 
moment were dilated with something akin to fear. 

" No on* will ever play the game by me after to-day," 
she whispered, talking more to herself than to either of 
her oompanions. Then she went through into the 
other room and shut the door behindJier. They could hear 
the key taming in the look. 
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CHAPTER XVn 

euib'b ohoiob 

• T DOITT believe you," stated Cyntiiia hotly. She 

X faced MisB Powell in the little front loom of the 

flat, the loom that had been Elsie's bedroom. It boie 

a deserted and bare appearanoe this evening ; the few 

pictures of her father and mother and the vicarage 

home, which Elsie had permitted to adorn the walls, 

had been taken down, the spaces where they had hong 

looking like oases of cleauUness upon the dust-covered 

paper. None of Elsie's customary untidy profusion 

was visible anywhere^ — a mournful box, bulging and 

tight rope-bound, occupied the centre of the room, and 

the bed had been stripped of its coverings. 

" I won't believe you," Cynthia repeated. 

She turned and gazed miserably round the room. 

Old memories and recollections of Elsie in the days when 

they had first met filled her miod. Elsie, long-limbed 

and pyjama dad, damouzing for life ; Elsie, eager and 

208 
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Bcomfnl, shoving her how to pnnt in Begent'a Puk 
and falling in herself daring the pnxseas ; Elsie's voice 
singing about the fiat ; her quaint efEorts at tidyii^ and 
cooking, hei periodical gusty attempts at cleaning things ; 
Elsie, with the hard blight face, the questioning 
eyea, 

" I can't beliere yoa," Cynthia whispered it foi the 
third time, and she put up her hands to hei face, pressing 
the fingras against hei eyes. 

Miss Powell's glance rested on her. " My dear," ehe 
said, " I am not angiy or surprised that you do not 
wish to believe me. I would have you loyal to your 
friend within the bounds of reason. I want you just to 
understand that trying to help her will only hurt and 
damage yourself. She does not want yoni help; she 
must ' dree her own weiid,' as my Scotch mother used to 
say." 

" Then it is our fault," asserted Cynthia. She faced 
round, accusing and stem. " That night when she came 
home, after she had been to those races, if you had let 
me go to her as I wanted to, I could have helped her, 
I know I could. She was hurt because I failed her 
then. After that, she would not open hex lips to me 
about what had happened. You pushed her aside, you 
made hei feel she wasn't fit for us to touch or speak to. 
Oh, I shall never foi^ve myself, never ; it is as if we 
bad cried out ' unclean * at hei^ and swept acdde our 
skirts from her touch." 

She thiew herself down on the floor by Elsie's box 
and hid hei face in bei hands, otying like a child that has 
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been ponished. Miss Powell did not attempt to stop tlie 
raying 01 to ofiei any aympathy ; she sat erect and stifE 
on the bed, hei hands in front of het. Oynthia's wild 
accusations wen so onjost that they coold be ignored. 
Heiown oonsdence troubled hei a little more, and yet 
she had acted altogether np to her ideas of right. 

A£bs Powell had had two interviews with Elsie in the 
days that followed that arrival of the girl's at the flat, 
and both times she had spoken bluntly and tmthfully. 
Would Idnd compaficdon have been better 1 It was not 
that she had not felt compassionate, her heart had ached 
for Elsie, but even where your heart is breaking with 
sympathy there are still the ri^ts and wrongs in life 
to be considered if you are a person built in Miss Powell's 
pattern. She^had wanted to sift the right from the wrong 
in Elsie's life and lay them clearly before the girl's 
eyes. It did not seem to Miss Powell that it could 
be difficult to choose between the two, once they were 
both made clear. 

" Tou sinned in the first instance," she stated to Elsie, 
" Binned freely, and of your own will, and you have paid 
tiie price. Let that atone ; to cry out against just punish- 
m^t, child, is wicked, not foolish." 

" It was not sin," answered Elsie. " If I had life over 
again I would choose to do the same. I loved the man — 
even your Christ of the Bible found it in His heart to 
forgive the woman whom men accused of sin because 
she loved." 

" ' Go, and sin no more,' are His words," Miss Powell 
reminded her. 
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" Do yon think He knew how impossible His command 
was," asked Elsie. " How could He know ? -He wasn't 
human. Hot blood didn't pulse in His veins, wild 
thoughts didn't drive Him nearly mad. What ia the use 
of your talking to me t You have never even known 
what it is to find goodness stifling." 

" Thank Giod," admitted Miss Powell. 

" That is just it," agreed Elsie. " 'Hiank God. 
Thank Him because He has shut temptation from your 
life, out of youi heart. But don't attempt to think you 
can understand what standing against temptation u 
like." 

Miss Powell tried another tack at tb^ next 
talk. 

" Wherein lies your temptation this time 1 " she 
asked. " There is no man. It is not as if you were 
meeting him again ; you cannot lay the blame on or 
shelter behind the excuse of love, can yon t We can 
speak t^e truth to each other if you care to. I am an old 
woman and not so ignorant of temptation as you sup- 
pose. I want to help you, too ; won't you understand 
that?" 

Elsie's face grew sullen. She had drawn back — it was 
a relief to Miss Powell to be able to remember that now — 
from the hand held out to help her. 

" I couldn't explain to you," she stated falnntiy. " It 
would only shock you ; besides, it is nobody's business but 
mine. You can tell Cynthia whatever you please, the 
truth if you like. Tell her that I am choosing to be 
bad of my own free-will, and that she bad better forget me 
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aa quickly aa possible. If I ever meet hei in the stieete 
I shaa't speak to her." 

" You are talking very vildly," Eemonstrated Miss 
Powell. " Even I liave far more idea of the horror of 
the life yon so lashly dioose than you can have. Do yoa 
think I shall stand aside and let yon go like this t " 

" And how are yon to prevent me 1 " asked Elsie. " I 
choose to go ; there is heaps of room for me among the 
ranks of the * nnfortnnate women ', aren't they called t 
Millions of hands stretched oat anxious to pnll me in 
amongst them, and if I select degradation and shame and 
horror as my portion in life, is there any one, do yon think, 
that will deny them to me 7 Oh, no, I am going and no 
one is to blame except myself." 

'* There yon are right," agreed iEss Powell, a flush 
of righteous anger on her thin cheek. " No one is to 
blame except yourself." 

Elsie turned on hei abruptly. " Nature and Fate and 
Circnmstance don't connt for anything, I suppose. I 
used to think I was strong, bat I have broken myself 
gainst them. The flght haan't ended in my favour." 

"You are strong." Miss Powell stood up sternly, 
" strong for evil. Each of us has sufficiwit strength to 
shape our lives for good ; you do not choose to, that is 
aU." 

Elsie watched her. Then she smiled a little, perhaps 
at the rigid disapproval so vividly portrayed in Miss 
Powell's face. " If there is a God at the end of things," 
she said, " let's hope He will be better at finding excoses 
for me than you are." 



ji-vGooglc 



Blind Eyes 213 

That was the sentence that lemained in Miss Fowell'a 
mind and woiried her a little. She had left the gal then, 
raffled and angiy, and next morning C]mthia had called 
at hei dooi^eaily, with a white face and an open letter in 
her hand. 

" Elsie has gone awa7 somewhere,*' she explained. 
" Last night she never came in, and this morning I re- 
ceived tills letter from her. It gives directions as to 
what is to be done with her box and ends up by saying : 
' Good-bye, West ; in saying good-bye to you, I leave 
also my old life and name behind m& Don't try and find 
me, nor wait for me to come back. Think of me aa out 
of yoor life as completely as if I were dead, and if this 
doesn't satisfy you, ask Iffiss Powell ; if she carea, she 
can give you the answer to the riddle.' " 

" What does it mean T" Cynthia had asked. Thateven- 
ing ACss Powell had tried to explain, and Cynthia's pas- 
sionate denial was the result of the explanation. " I 
won't believe it." 

"It is not right foi you to blame yourself or me," KCss 
Powell ventured presently, when the crying had dwindled 
down to stifled sobs. " I may have seemed hard to 
you, but I had no intention of beii^ so, though I cannot 
condone what she has done. And I tried to persuade 
her against it, but her mind was quite made up. She 
is following her own inclinations, we must remember." 

Cynthia sat up straight and pushed the hair back from 
her forehead. 

" You say yon know the life she has chosen. You talk 
vaguely of sin and degradation : and of Elsie as if she wei» 
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■ome poor woman of the slxeeta. Bo joa know anything 
definite t Have you any leal idea as to where she is T " 

AGsB Powell nodded. " I know," she answeied. " I 
taxed ber with it, and she admitted tiie truth." 

" Tell me again what it is yon know," said Cynthia, 

" I know tiiat she has gone to a honse kept by this 
Mrs. HacNab, whom yon have met, where women like 
her can mn theii g^iastly trade — a house known to the 
police and marked as a place of ill-fame. So mnoh Elae 
told me herself ; I verified bet story to-day." 

" You have been to the hoofie t " qoestioned Cynthia. 
She stmggled to a kneeling poeition, and stared at Miss 
Powell across Elsie's corded box. " Yon have seen Elsie 
since she left here t " 

" I did not Bee Elsie," Miss Powell admitted. " I saw 
the woman MacNab for a few minutes in the halL She 
told me that Elsie was quite well and happy, that she did 
not wish to be bothered, and added that she supposed 
every one was at liberty to cbooae their own profession." 
Her face stifiened at the recollection of the interview. 
" Believe me, you and I can do no more for yonr friend." 

" Yet we must try," answered Cynthia ; " at least, I 
most. I cannot leave her, let her go ; we were such pals." 
Bhe stood np, her hands ti^t clenched. " If there is 
anything in friendship, we were friends. I won't let 
her shut me right out of her life like this. Will yon tell 
me where this honse is 1 " she turned impetuously to Miss 
Fowell. " I will go now, at once, to-night, and try and 
see her." 
Miss Fowell rose to her feet stiffly. " No," she said. 
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" I will not tell you. If I knew that Elsie was Aying I 
would not help yon to go to her." 

" Bat yoa must," CyBthia caught at hex hands. 
" Don't you see how wicked it is of you to keep me from 
hei, if there is any chance of tny being able to help hei 7" 

"My dear," said Hfiss Pon^ell kindly — she held 
Cynthia's hand, and her eyes were Bteadioat and cleat — 
" I am an old woman compared to yoa, and I have my 
own ideas as to what is right and wrong ; yon will not 
move me from them. In evoything else I will do what 
I can to help yoa, but to prevent yon from following 
EHsie I will use the last drop of my strength and will- 
power. Yoa cannot argue against my convictions on 
that point." 

" Then I wUl find her for myself," flong back Cynthia. 
" You cannot prevent me from doing that." 

t/Eea Powell's assistance having failed her, Cynthia 
took the weight of her trouble to Ted, telling him bit by 
bit die whole of Elsie's stoiy, ending up with that even- 
ing in the flat and Elsie's statement of " I won't go back 
to office." She added Miss Powell's remarks over the 
disappearance and the final fact of her refusal to impart 
Elsie's present address. 

Ted was privately of the opinion that Miss Powell was 
goite justified in her coujw of action, but he was also 
aware that there was no use in trying to impress this on 
Cynthia. 

" If you are really determined to se« her, and think it 
will do any good," he said, "we will find hfli. It will be no 
mors difficult for us than it was for Iffisa PowelL Only 



N Google 



316 Blind Eyes 

one bargain I make, and th&t is that I oome with yaa 
wherever it ia." 

That Cynthia acgnieeced in, aod one evening a 
isy oi two later, Ted ferreted out Mis. MacNab's 
address from the landlady of Elsie's old flat, met Cynthia 
after office hours, and escorted hei to an nnpretentious 
looking street of drab, oommonplace houses, opening off 
the Marylebone Boad. 

The door of the house, after a somewhat Iraigthy wait, 
was opened to them by an untidy forwgn-looking waiter, 
his much creased shirt-front, that bad once been white, 
open, minus studs or buttons, and bulging down the 
front. He gaped at them standing on the steps bnt 
made no effort to inquire their business or ask them 
inside. Ted, thorough dislike for the whole business in 
his heart, took the field first. 

" Is tJiere a ICss Hart staying here ! " he asked 
abruptly. " We wish to see her." 

The man caught the name apparently, bnt his face stdll 
lacked any glimmer of intelligence. 

" Hart," he repeated. " No, not here." 

Cynthia stepped a little to the front, of course Elsie 
would be living under anotbw name. 

" Mrs. UacNab, then," she said. " Can I see her for a 
minute or two ? " 

"libs, out," the man answered. ^ eyed them 
stolidly and yawned. A paesing policeman stopped on 
the opposite side of the road to stare at them; his presence 
appeared to disconcert the waiter, who made a pretence 
of shuttong the door. 
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" Wait a minnte," said Ted, patting out bis liand and 
holding thfl dooi against the waiter ; " when will Mrs. 
MacNab be home ! " 

The policeman left his post and strolled carelessly 
aciosB the load towaids them. Vivid oneaainess showed 
in the waiter's face. 

" I do not know," he said ; " please oblige me by 
letting me shut the dooi." 

His voice Bounded belligerent, and there was nothing 
to be gained from making a low on the dooTstep. Ted 
stepped back and tamed to Cynthia. 

" It is no nse wuting, darling, is it 1 " he asked. " If 
you really want to find out about her, I will come back 
myself and push my way in ; but I hate letting you come 
in contact with this sort of thing — ^honestly I feel like 
Miss Powell about it." 

Cynthia stood undecided ; she tilted back her head 
and looked up at the windows of the houses. It was jost 
getting dark, all the windows but one were unlit and 
apparently deserted — codd Elsie be in the room where 
that solitary light was 1 A half desire seized her to 
call out, *' Elsie, Elsie," and see if she would reply. 
It passed as quickly as it came, and the policeman's voice 
speaking behind them startled her into clutching at Ted's 
arm. The whole atmosphere of the place was terrifying, 

" Any trouble with the house 1 " the policeman asked. 
He seemed on the point of bestowing a Httle further in- 
formation with regard to it, but Ted stopped him hurried- 
iy, drawing Qyuthia'a arm within his, and leading her 
down the stops. 
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" No, thank jon, constable, we were tTyiiig to make a 
fozeignei ondetstand a meeaage we wiak left for the lady 
who is oat, that was all." 

" Hnmpb I " commented the o£Boei ; his eyes swept 
Bnapicionsly over Ted and Oynthia and took in the fiont 
of tiie house m theiz soivey. " Not hei day at home, 
eh I Well, good-night to yon," he added, and with heavy, 
slow steps he moved away, flashing the bullV^e light 
of bis lantern on the windows and door fastenings of the 
vaiioQS houses. 

Cynthia turned to Ted, clinging to him. " What axe 
we to do T " she whispered. " I can't bear to go and 
leave her in this place — it all seems so horrible. I don't 
believe she can leally have chosen it." 

As if in answer to hei doabt, and before Ted had had 
time to reply to hex questions, a long grey motor, taming 
tiie comer at the top of the street lathei periloasly, came 
to a standstill opposite the honse. Its two glaring front 
lights threw ererything outside theiz radios into dense 
black shadow. Ted stood dose back against the railii^, 
holding Cynthia to bim, so that the occnpanta of the 
car were imaware of any watcbeis. There was some sort 
of disooBsion in progress between the people in the body 
of the car as to who should get oat first ; finally, aided 
evidently by a deftly placed kick, an elderly, stout 
man was projected who landed in a sitting pon- 
tion on the pavement. A loar of laa^ter greeted 
this and his subsequent efiorts to rise with grace 
and balance himself sufSdently to hand out the ladies, 
till at last, seeing that if left to himseU the peiformance 
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would ooDtmne till midnight, a very tightly clad hidy, 
whom Cynthia zeoogniEed as Mts. MacNab, got out hei- 
Belf and quite good-natocedlj aasisted her intoxi- 
cated gnest up the front steps. 

" I don't need to ring," she called back to Bome one 
in the car; " Tve got a latchkey. Monty will be all right 
once he is inside oat of the aii. Are yon coming in, 
dearie, oi aie yon two going foi a drive on yonr ownf 
You can please youiself, yon know," 

Cynthia coold catch the eonnd of a whispered argument 
from the two people left in the car, then with a shock of 
bewildered honor she heard Elsie's voice, dear and 
distinct. 

" Allan and I will go on for a bit, then," she was say- 
ing ; "■ wait np for me, though, auntie — ^I hate having to 
ring Alphonse up if I un late ; he is so rude." 

" All right, dearie," answered the elderwoman. She 
had got the door open now and was piloting her unsteady 
friend in. 

Cynthia drew doset to Ted, as if mesmerized into 
silence. She watched the driver get out, start the car 
and climb back into his seat again : saw the long, grey 
body slide past them, gathering speed with ereiy turn of 
the wheel, almost fancied that for just one second she 
caught the outline of Elsie's face and figure ; then it had 
gone and she turned to Ted. 

" T^e me home, please, Ted," she said, and he gath- 
ered from the tone of her voice that she had received the 
answer to her question, and he wisely made no remark 
upon it at all. 
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At tiie dooi of 24, WUte's Avenue he would have said 
good-night and left her; it was his intention, only she 
looked BO tiled and mimiable and the house seemed 
«o dieaiy and dismal, that he oould not beat to leave 
her Uke that. 

"Shall I oome npstain and main some ooSee for 
70U i " be asked, " or do yon think it will shock the neigh- 
bonis if they see me coming in at this time of night 1 " 

"It is not late," Cynthia answered — she too waa averse 
to &cing the loneliness of the flat apataiis — " do come 
in f 01 a bit, Ted, I hate the flat when I am by myself — 
it seems full of noiaea." 

" Pool dariing t " whispered Ted, " I wish yoa didn't 
have to live in it alone. If I conld only take yon away 
from it all at onoe, if yon wonld many me straight out, 
to-moirow even, we wouldn't be milliooaizeB, bnt I 
could look aftei yon." 

Cynthia stooped to extract the key from under the 
mat in front of the dooi, his words brought her a half 
sense of distress. Marriage and Ted — somehow she never 
thought of them together without calling up a stem 
vision of Mattie and what Mattie'e opinion on the matter 
would be. 

" The sister will be home in a fortnight, yoa know, 
Ted," she reminded him when they were inside. " I 
expect that will put an end to my flat life for a bit." 

" Are you going to go away with her? " asked Ted, 
" Leave London I " He paused in the midst of his 
cofiee-making to stare up at her. 

" I snppose I shall have to for a time," agreed Cyntbia. 
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She did not meet luseyea. " Hadn't j'oa realized that I " 

She moved into the other room and began taktng ofl 
hei hat and coat. " I hare got each a ahooldng head- 
ache," she aaid ; " will yon be shocked if I take my hair 
down and plait it I " 

" Good Lord, no," he answered. 

After cofiee was finished and he had deared away the 
cnpa ^ain, he came and sat beside her on the sofa, rather 
morosely, his ^es lowered, his hands playing ^th her 
fingers. Cynthia watching lus bent head knew that some 
trouble was afoot. She had learnt to read his face 
like a book — ^jealoosy she knew to be a devouring 
giant in his heart ; be ooold be abanrdly jealous of the 
most minute things, and when once awakened to this 
state he could prove very difBcuIt to deal with, she knew. 
And she was tired to-night, depressed over Elsie. The 
world seoned a little out of joint ; she did not feel like 
strugglii^ with one of Ted's black moods. 

" What are yon thinking about 1 " ahe asked presently, 
closing her fingers over the restleasness of his. 

Ted lifted his head and met her glance with miserable 
df^ant ey€8. " Yon wouldn't just slip out of my life 
and leave me, would yon 1 " he asked. " When you go 
away with your sister, is that to be the end of things ! 
Shall I ever see you again ! " 

" Ted, dear," remonstrated Cynthia, " why should 
you think that kind of thing t I am taking a fortnight's 
holiday. You know I have tiiat whether Mattie is at 
home <nc not ; last year I went home with Elsie." 

" But once you are gone," the man persisted — be 
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drew Iiei near to him with Btrong anus ae if holding hei 
against some invisible foice— " how am I to know that 
you will ever come back t Blattie will try and keep you ; 
do yon think I don't realize that?" 

" I shall come back," Cynthia whispered. The pressure 
of his arms was comforting to her over-tired body. 
" There will always be you to come back to." 

The waves of her hair brushed against his cheek ; her 
body soft and acquiescent lay in his arms : the warmth 
of her month was near his own. 

Ted caught hei to him and kissed her Sercely, kissed 
her eyes, hei cheeks, the hollow of her neck, her chin, her 
lips, the passion of his kisses leaving her dazed and yet 
glowing. Ted had never kissed her quite like this before. 
He seemed, for the time being, to be swept out of all self- 
control, and fright — just the piimaval fright of woman 
against man, with not very much thought as to the 
rights and wrongs of the situation — caused Cynthia to 
struggle in his arms. Her ^orts only served to fan the 
flame of his pasfiion ; his arms were like iron round hei 
snd it seemed as if to resist would be hopeless. Then the 
man raised his head to kiss her on the mouth again, and 
smmnoning all hei etiength of will Cynthia lifted her 
«yeB and held his. 

*' Ted, please, please, don't," was all she could find to 
say, and then it was only a'whispei. She was not sure that 
she herself wanted it to be heard. But the man's hold 
on her loosened and he stood up abruptly. He attempted 
no explanation, but picking up his h&t and stick walked 
straight to the door. There h« turned, but not to look 
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at her ; his ey«« took in evetTthing else in the lOom ; they 
nevei touched on hei. 

" Yon aie light," he acknowledged ; " it is late and 
tipie I was going. Good-night," 

Thenhehadgone. Oynthia oonld heai his feet waking 
innumerable echoes in the old house and the slam of the 
front door. 

She rose and moved a little unsteadily into the bed- 
loonL Woman-like, hei object gained, she half regretted 
her choice. 

" That is the awfnl part about it," she confided to her* 
Belf as she straggled out of her clothes and into bed. 
" I wanted him to Btay." 

The cool feeling of the sheets was refreshing. She 
snuggled into them, burying a hot, flushed face on the 
pillow, 

" I wanted him to stay," she repeated, and once or 
twice in the night she stirred in her sleep whispering his 
name, the memoiy of his kiasea invading even her Und 
of dreams. 
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IT took Mattie exactly two daya to discover that there 
was something, as the saying goes, on Cynthia's 
mind. For two days she struggled with the fact that 
her treasured baby had come back to her even more of a 
stranger than she had been when she left. True, Cyn- 
thia was no longer difficult to get on with ; like a visitor 
to a strange house she was all anxiety to prove amenable 
and pleasant. For two daya Mattie foTi^t against this 
very real barrier of politeness ; then, on the third day, 
some (^ance word set it flaming and she leamt about 
Ted. She found out about him, that is to say, Cynthia 
gave no willing confidence on the aubjeot ; Ted was more 
than ever a secret influence in her heart. So Mattie ques- 
tioned and listened and prompted, and by these means 
arrived at a certun amount of knowledge. From the 
very beginning she made up her mind firmly and quite 
honestly that Ted Hunter did not sound like the sort of 
person Cynthia could marry; the only thing left to 
arrange was that Cynthia should be won from her allegi- 
ance with as little ptun to herself as possible. 
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" What ia wrong with the man ? " aeked Major 
Bedwood bluntly, when the qoeation was pat to 

"Yon don't realize, ^Hnuxiie," Uattie ^plained 
patiently. " Cyntiua says heEself he iaa't a gentle- 
man. Ohjlknewweweie wrong," she went on passion- 
ately ; " all these years I have known it, to leave 
Cynthia like that adiift from her own people. If she 
marries tioB man, I shall never forgive myself, never, 
never I " 

" Well, dear," put in Major Bedwood oalmly, " surely 
it ought to be easy enou^ to prevent her. Shall I take 
her in hand, though, aa a matter of fact, I don't see why 
yon should be so certain that be is impossible t If she 
loves him " 

" Jimmie, dear," e^>ostalated Mattie, " * if she loves 
him ' has got nothing to do with it. You, of conise, don't 
understand what it would mean to a girL Love may be 
great and wonderful, but it isn't going to help her over 
the little petty details of life — the way he eats at table 
and the clothes he wears. Besides, wlmt of the childien. 
Oh no, ^Hmmie, it is absolutely and hopeleealy im- 
possible." 

" Better send for Frank," suggested Major Bedwood 
hopefully. " He might cany her off to India out of 
this impossible perecm's reach." 

But Mattie set her mouth hard. " No," she said, 
" Frank shall not interfere again." 

The way one woman deals with another in matters of 
this sort proves very strongly their powers of diplomacy. 
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Mattie had ten days' to work hei campMgn in, for Cyn- 
thia, tme to het piomise to Ted, had asked only for a 
fortnight's holiday, bnt during those ten days a great deal 
was achieved. Teiy skilfally the thin wedge of doubt 
and ODcertainty was slipped into Cynthia's mind. Never 
once did Uattie say anything definite against the prospect 
of matrimony with Ted ; had she done that it would have 
swung Cynthia round to an attitude of defiance ; the 
impression she managed to convey was much more 
lealistio and effective. Gjmthia could have fought 
against downright scorn and blame ; this eroding sugges- 
tion of doubt left her undecided and wavering. Mattae's 
a^umento, her views, were so bitterly, so rigidly true. 
Cynthia co\ild see their truth. The one flaming instinct 
she had to face them witii was her love for Ted, and that 
she could not discuss with Uattie. So bit by bit she 
gave way, wavered in her allegiance, missed Ted, longed 
at times passionately for his presence, the feel of his 
strength, the thrill of his kisses, longed — and at the 
same time was ashamed of the longing. All her former 
feelings about love and marriage weighed agaiust Ted at 
this time. She was ashamed of memories that her train- 
ing caused her to look upon as degrading. Other thmgs 
weighed against him too — the comfort of life in Mattie's 
house, the pleasantness of long summer days spent in a 
round of amusements, even the -very men she met, so 
essfflitially different from him — the Captains and sub- 
alterns of Jimmie's regiment, for the Bedwoods had 
beffli posted on the day of their arri^ to Plymouth, and 
Plymouth boasts a large garrison. At the end of ei^t 
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Aaye Cyntlua viote to Mr. Thompson, tumomicmg hex 
intention of not coming back to woik, sending back htx 
holiday pay, and apologizing foi any inconvenience this 
abrnpt decision mi^t put him to. That letter Mattia 
and she composed together. There were two more that 
went by the same post that'ndtber of them confided to 
the other they were writing. 

" Dear Ted," Cyntiiia wrote ; her pen stnok on the 
name, the words were difficult to find. In the end the 
letter was curt and indifferent, and showed nothing of the 
feelings that struggled against each other in her heart. 
" Ton will see from this letter that after all I find that 
I cannot come back. I wonder if you will blame me very 
much ; I hope not. And yon will know — I do not think 
yoQ have ever been ignorant — of the wall that stands 
between ns, between yonr people and my people. I have 
tried to believe that together we conld pnll it down ; it is 
as if all the time my heart has known bow impossibly 
strong and rigid it was. So I am not going to try any 
more ; mine has always been a nature that runs away 
from difficulties. You will remember how you once said 
to me tiiat whatever I trusted you to do you would do it 
Well, I am putting that to the test now, for I am trusting 
yon to let me go, to allow me to slip out of your life — ^I, 
npon whom you have so great a claim, without making 
any sort of fuss or even pleading with me to stay. I 
know it will hurt you ; I want you not to show me any of 
the pain. Indeed, Ted, that is because I have enough to 
bear of my own and not all selfishnees ; you have taught 
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mflaomethinglshall finditliaid to foiget; it is not all 
pretence to say ' I love you,' " 

Mattie wrote moie firmly and to the point. She did 
not know Ted ; it is to be doubted if even for a moment 
she stopped to weigh his feelings in the balance ; her one 
thoagiit and aim and idea was to free Cynthia from an 
entanglement which might one day prove exceedingly 
comberaooie. 

" Dear Mr. Hunter, I am writing to yon as Cynthia's 
eldest sister, practically her mother ; for, as yoa know, 
Cynthia has lived with ns ever since oar people died. 
Cynthia talks of some engagement between you two. 
Because you love her, and she in some sense loves you, 
there must be something in your natnre that will under- 
stand this tetter and prev^it you from being just furi- 
ously angry with me. I want to take her from you. It is 
quite true : with the last drop of my influence I would 
fight to prevent her marrying you. It is only because I 
am older and perhaps wiser thiui ^tber of you. How- 
ever great your love, you could not maka her happy — 
there is no happiness to befonnd in marrying some one 
out of your own class. If you are content to stand aside 
now " liie wrilang broke oft short and continued some- 
what disjointedly. " As I write this letter I am conscious 
for the first time of how great a sacrifice I am asking yon 
to make, of how much I am building on the largeness of 
the love I am imploring Cynthia to push out of her Hfe. 
Hy only ezouse is that I love her too, and I have loved 
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hex mnoe she was a tiny baby, and I know her. If yoa 
aie content to let it lest with hei now, she will forget." 

Foi^et 1 — could she forget, Ted wondeied ! Would not 
the gieatnees of his love, the passion of his need foi her, 
017 out to Cynthia's heart at every panse of eilence in her 
new life. Was it true that in ao tdiort a time she could 
have pushed him from her life t Across whatever space of 
time and distance would not his spirit reach to hers and 
clamooz for its share in the memory of her heart ! And 
was not the tie that bound them together as man and 
woman stronger than any cdvUized creed or social difier- 
ence 1 He was a man and he loved her. What wei^t 
could Mattie's arguments have against the knowledge of 
his heart and mind that Cynthia was a woman and t^t 
■he loved him? That evening, after office hours, and before 
answering either of the letters, he went for a long walk 
walking blindly and stubbornly, he scarcely knew or 
cared where, so long as the physical exercise should dull 
and quieten the mental agony and conflict of his mind. 

Perhaps from the beginning he knew he fought a losing 
fight. Against Uattie's arguments he mi^t be able to 
fling defiance; he was strong enough, if he put up a claim, 
to hold Cynthia as his against the whole world. Against 
Cynthia's plea there was no need to fight at all ; it was an 
acknowlec^pnent of d^eat. Even as she wrote it, she 
loved him ; what force could ke^ her from him if he held 
out his arms and called to her to come. Agtunst the 
faint ghostly m^nory of his mother, whose grey tear- 
laden eyes haunted him from the shadows, he could 
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QBeneitlLeisoora nor pleading. He knew what it was alie 
aqpied foi ; love had not bioaght hez happiness ; conld 
he deny her the rig^t to plead for Cynthia ? Hei 
£aoe as he had 8e«i it last, jnat stifiening into the {oi> 
getfnlness of death, tiie month a little twisted as if she 
had fallen asleep on an unpleasant thoiight, the frail 
hands dossed, the eyes dosed, taunted him with her 
knowledge. She had cried so much in her lifetime ; woold 
what he claimed as his right to give C3nithia bring with it 
this same harden of tears ? From the first Ted knew that 
his mother's memory stood between him and all that he 
might have done to hold Cjnithia to himself : knew it, and 
lud down at once his weapons of defence. It was the 
mockery of fate that she, foi whose memory he gave np 
BO much, conld offer him no shied of comfort through the 
bitterness of the black hour that followed. He lived that 
alone. There was nothing to show next day that anything 
had occuned to disturb the ordinary routine of life. It 
was only that the fetters cut a little more deeply into his 
flesh. He knew, if no one else did, how intolerable the 
burden of the daj's had become, the mockery of the nights 
with their unprofitable dreEims, 

Mattie's was the only letter he answered. " I agree, as 
you must have known I would," he wrote, " in the justice 
of your argument. Quite apart from Miss Weston not 
wishing to niarry me, I can see from youi point of view 
how impossible it all was," 

That letter Mattie did not show Cynthia. Ted's 
silence, she argued, was sufficient answer. Fox 
herself, the man had suddenly grown very real to her 
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peihapa beoaiue his letter aaid so little and left so much 
of what he was feeing to her imagination. She never 
thought of him without feeling a hot touch of shame in 
her heart, and had Cynthia then shown any definite 
intention of sticking to her choice and letunung to het 
allegiance, it is to be doubted if Mattie f oi one would have 
oSered any further resistance. 

But Cynthia appeared acquiescent. True, she kept 
whatever she felt to herself, and from the day when the 
post brought her answer from Ted in the shape of no 
letter until the day when she finally took mattera into her 
own hands, Cynthia never mentioned his name to Mattie 
again, nor talked at all of her life in London, of Elsie, of 
Miss Powell, or the fiat. It was all 1^ away and for- 
gotten, Mattie hoped. C3mthia, she knew, had marvellous 
powers of forgetfulneea ; the memory, at least after the 
first two months, did not appear to damp her spirits. She 
entered very fully into all the gaiety of her social life 
and seemed indefatigable in her search tot amusement. 

Major Redwood, for one, was perfectly satisfied that 
all had worked out for the best ; it remained only to pro- 
vide Cynthia with a suitable husband, a task, taking into 
consideration the number of men in the garrison, which 
ought not to prove dif&cult. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

" I HAVB rOBGOTTKS ** 

CAPTAIN HUDSON leant forward in hia chair and 
turned his lie&d to gaze up at Cynthia as she sat 
back in the shadows. 

" I think," he said enthusiastically, " that this haa been 
the beat dance of the season ; such a ripping idea having 
it outside, isn't it 1 And ' Bieamiog,* don't yon think 
tiiat ia the jolHest dance that has ever been written! " 

The refrain of the said melody reached them faint and 
subdued in their retreat. Even staring at her as he waa, 
Captain Hudson oould see only a very dim outline of 
CyntJda's tanx and hair, the white of her neck and 
shoulders blending into the soft white of her dress, but 
the dimmest vision of her near to him on such a night was 
sufficient to make him rapturously happy. The world, 
as he would have ezpieesed it to any one willing to listen 
to hia confidences at the moment, waa a ripping place 
to be in. " Bipping " was a very favourite expression 
of Ralph Hudson's — ^his vocabulary to express great 
Kuotions was sadly limited but for this adjective — 
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bat, then, on the othei hand, it was not often that he 
saSered from any emotion definite enough to lequiie 
e^iesBion. He enjoyedlife placidly and rather aa if it 
waa his right. It had been from the first saoh a comfort- 
able well-ordered existence for him. He waa very fond 
of hia people, his old home, his regiment, his horses and 
doga, his food and games ; they wen all *' ripping." He 
bad, in the conxse of hia career, met a number of equally 
" ripping " women and had beeu very fond of all of them. 
Feihape one oi two had loved him. He waa a frankly lore- 
able creature, nice to look at, clean, healthy and boyish, 
three attributes that attract a great many womra, though 
not much is made of them in literature. And now he waa 
twenty-nine, and for the moment Cynthia waa something 
— ^well, perhaps a little more than '* ripping " in his eyes. 
He had described her aa that for the first month of 
theii acquaintance, when they had met practically eveiy 
day for tennis, or at tea parties and picnics. Of late he 
had given up talking about her at all, which was a bad 
sign had anyone been sufficiraitly interested in him to 
notice it, and provided they could have honestly aaid 
that matrimony woold be bad for him. Asa matter of 
fact the gossips of Plymouth were content with the way 
thin^ were going. Captain Hudson, a nice young man, 
with quite a comfortable income and a motor car, waa 
going to aak Cynthia Weeton, a charming girl living 
with her sister and looking for a husband, to many 
him. Every one knew that — the Colonel, the Major, the 
subalterns of Captvn Hudson's company, ihe Bedwoods, 
all the finale sotoetv of Plymouth, Cynthia herself. 
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Captain HndsoD did Dot know it in so many words, but 
that was because his capability of patting tilings into 
woida was limited. 

" One o£ ttioBe tiieeome men, deai," the Colonel's 
wiie had confided to Mattie, " who think they have 
propoBed by joat feeling like it. The only thing foe you 
sister to do is to think so too, and accept him." 

Would Cynthia accept him even when he did pro- 
pose ! That was Mattie's anxiety. She did not daie 
question oi probe, bat how her heart longed for this 
achieTemcmt to be set as a crown of snccees on her 
efforts. Had she searched the world over she conld not 
have found a man mote like the kind of husband she 
wished to see Cynthia married to than Captain Hudson. 
And Cynthia had been with them nearly a year now ; 
surely ahe had had more than time to forget. If ^e 
could hare seen into her sister's mind at this moment as 
she sat ont " Dreaming " mth Captain Hudson, Mattie 
would have got at least an answer to her gnestion. 
Whether it would have been the one she looked for is 
open to doubt. 

It was curious how far away Cyuthia'a thoughts were 
from the present crisis of her life. Vaguely she realized 
it to be a crisis ; she knew that presently this nice man 
with the pleasant face and frank boyish ^es would ask 
her to marry him ; if not to-night, well then, to-morrow 
01 the next day. What did it matter ? The question had 
becm on his lips so often during the last half hour : she 
knew it was f^ere : he knew that she knew : there was 
scarce any necessity to put it into words. And for that 
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mfttter, }vsb a touch on his aim when they stood up, as 
they would in a minute — the waits was neaiing an end 
— jnst a meeting of theii eyes, and the feeling in his heart 
would sweep them together and he would kiss her. Ther» 
would be no need for words then ; he was hers, that she 
knew already ; hers, as securely aa any fish well played 
and brought close to the bank could be. 

And now that the game lay in her hands, so to speak, 
now that a path in life stretched out before her, smooth and 
well-oidered, comfortable and safe, why this hesitation 
on her part t What was in her heart that was making her 
afraid of tiie prospect f This had been the end that she 
had planned and arranged for — marriage with a man of 
hei own caste and people ; she had been afraid to face 
life with Ted, afraid for so many reasons. As she had 
said in her letter to him, heis was a nature that evaded 
difficulties, and she had known, even before Mattie'a 
weight of argument had been brought to bear on the 
subject, that life as Ted's wife would be full of difficulties. 
She had not been sure enough of love to face all the rest 
unafraid. This new life that was opening before her now 
would be untroubled by any of the violence or sorrows of 
bve ; she could be very foad of Balpb Hudson, never 
anything more, she was sure of that. And yet — like the 
angel with his sword of office who stood to guard Paradise 
from the sinners — a shadow of remembrance 'floated 
between her and tiiiB calm vision. Ted's eye» 
haunted her from the darkness, the touch of his mouth 
lay on hers, the passion of his whisper breathed in t^e 
lilt of the waltz : " X love yon." 
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Eren now she had bat to hold oat her hands, to let hex 
eyes ask their qoeetion, and from this othei man sitting 
beside hex would come the same anawei : " I love you." 
And hia words would mean nothing to her, nothing. 
Suddenly, vividly, Cynthia lealixed the tiuth ; that other 
voice had tooched upon some passion in her own heart 
that had stirred in answer to its call, that throbbed even 
now with the memory. 

She had nothing to give Balph Hudson ; was life, then, 
to be for her just the selling of her body for the comforts 
he could offer her, for a good name, a well-ordered house 
andmooeyf Thescomof her thought flushedhercheela, 
yet it is a curious fact that even at that moment she gave 
no thought to Batph Hudson and the probable wroi^ 
she was meditating to his love. It is more than true 
that women have very little conscience in these 
matteis. 

The last notes of the waltz died away on the fur ; Ted's 
faoe stared at her from her memories. With a little frown 
of refusal Cynthia jerked the wheel of her thoughts back 
to the beginning of the ai^oment and stood up. 

" I think we had better be gettmg back," she said. 
*' That ia to be the last extra, I heard Colonel Fonsonby 
say. Hattie may be looking for me." 

Captain Hudson stood up slowly ; purposely his hand 
brushed against Cynthia's as they stood together, bat 
some chill spirit of aloofness seemed to have descended 
on her ; she tock no notice of it. And after all it was 
leaving things a '^ttle late to cram all he wanted to say 
into the limited toace available between the last extra 
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and " God Save the King." Bia quesHon could wait; 
to-morrov he would tell her ; it was worth waiting for, 

" Yes," he agreed, " let's go back It has been a 
lipping evening, hasi't it. Miss Weston ? I wonder if 
you have enjoyed it as much as I have, at if it bores you 
sitting ont with me." 

" Why sboold I be bored i " asked Cynthia listlessly, 
her mind and body tired with the whirl of her thoughts. 

" Because I am such a rotter at talking," the man 
answered. " Can't be very amusing to sit out with 
some one who can only stare at you." 

" One doesn't always want to talk," answered Cyn- 
thia. They bad left the shadows of the trees by now and 
were crossing the lighted space of lawn where the dancing 
had been held. " It is one of the proofs of friendship," 
she leminded him, " when two people can be together 
without speaking." 

" Ripping idea," commented Hudson genuinely. 
" We are friends, aren't we 1 " Bjs voice held a note of 
tendemess. 

" I hope BO," agreed Cynthia. She paused in hw walk 
and tamed to him, her face grave, her eyes troubled. 
*' I want to be friends," she said impetuously ; " it i» 
better than being anything else, isn't it % " 

Had Hudson been a man of quick words, he would have 
voiced hifi thoughts promptly, and said : " It is not so good 
as being lovers " ; as it was, he just looked his disagree- 
ment and murmured something to the effect that he 
supposed it was. Then they turned and resumed their 
joumey across the lawn. 
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The FoQBonbys weie £amoiu eveiywheie tiiey went 
for the emtio eztravaganoe of tbeii enteEtainmeata. 
They had, foz one thing, r good deal of money, an on- 
usual state of things for people in the anny : for another, 
no children and nothing to spend it on except these 
oatbuista of frivolity that emanated, in the first instauoe, 
from Mrs. Ponsonby's biain. Colonel Fonsonby himself 
vas a severe silent man, with grave eyes uid a face 
lined and scoied with yean and, perhaps, trouble, though 
of this latter there was very little evid^ice in his life 
unless Mis. Fonsonby could have been described as 
such. Unkind criticism alluded to Mis. Fonsonby as 
mad ; more diaritable gossip described bei as erratic, 
but only the few who really knew her realized that her 
actions were the efforts of a diseased body to hide from 
herself and her husband how much she suffered. They 
were, and had always been, all the world to each 
other. When he had first loved her she had been the 
eldest of a noisy family of seven ; she had laughed and 
talked and chattered till his rather too solemn young 
bead had whirled with the intoxication of her wild joy 
in life. Uad-cap, he had called hei in those early days. 
She lived strenuously, perhaps ridiculously, up to that 
title in the years that followed. Disappointment 
crept into her heart ; that they had had no children was 
a grief that never ceased to hurt, bat she hid it assidu- 
ously from his eyes. A ve^ large share of pain was her 
daily portion ; that, too, she masked with laughter ; the 
bravery of her heart kept her young beside him, because 
be had loved, first of all, the youth in her. So she wore. 
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SB her critics said, ab8iiidl7 girlish clotihes, surroTrnded 
herself vith sobaltenia, and lived in a oontinaal whirl 
of ezcitemeDts. 

On this oGcaaion she had instdtated vhat she called 
a "Moonlight Dance." The moon had naMy very 
little to do with the illmmnation, because, for one thing, 
it is impoBsible to rely apon the moon in England, and for 
another, Mrs. Fonsonby's idea <rf decoration invariably 
ran to a quantity of C^iinese lanterns and fairy lamps. 
The garden, a more tiian usually large one, had been 
transformed into pantomime land ; little lights of various 
colours twinkled from every shrub and tree, Iraed 
the paths, and formed a drcle, outlining the lawn with 
its specially erected dancing floor. A tent for refresh- 
ments, meant also to provide a sitting-out place for 
chaperones who might rather dread the charm of 
the open-air, had been erected at one end of the lawn, 
whilst the other was occupied by a spedal blaze of 
lights and by the bond. 

Every one seemed to be congregated in the supper 
tent ; a babble of voices and clattering of china and glass 
greeted Captain Hudson and Cynthia, and several couples 
looked up and smiled quizzically as they parsed. Surely 
this moonlight dancing would have brought to a head 
an afEair that had been holding oS all through the season. 
Mrs. Ponsonby hailed them hilariously from the centre 
table, where she had been utting. 

"Come over here, you bad children, I have been 
keeping two seats for you. Did the gardener disturb 
you, putting the lights out 1 Poor Robinson," — her 
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coBTeiBatioQ, fortimatel7 for Cynthia, flashed on to 
anoth^ tack — " he has beeo bo upset about my 
deoorationa ; all his pet shraba and floweis in danger of 
fire ; not hell fire — that is reserved for me as the anthor 
of it all — but none the leas deHtrnctive. He haa been ont 
OQ the piowl all the evening, waiting to pat ' them nasty 
things out'." 

The gardener was evidently taking his opportunity 
now, for even as they sat at supper they oould see the 
conntleBB little flames of coloured lights twinlding and 
going out. Mrs. Fonsonby sighed. 

" What a shame, isn't it ? " ahe said. " I waa 
meditating a stroll with Bob, after you had all gone 
home, to admire my own handiwork, but Kobinson — 
like Fate — ^haa destroyed my dream." 

She laughed a little shrill cackle of amusement and 
tamed her attention to Cynthia again. 

" Have you had a good time, dear, with that tire- 
Bomely wordless man t " 

" Oh, I say," remonstoated Hudson from hia side of 
the table, " tihat is too bad, Mrs. Fonsonby. Have I been 
tiresome. Miss Weston I " 

" Not more than usual, eh t " put in Mrs. Fonsonby 
quickly. She patted Cynthia's hand ; she could see the 
girl was tired, and perhaps not quite in the mood for 
being chafled, and Mrs. Fonsonby'e humour waa always 
very kindly. 

Hattie herself did not dare voice the question clamour- 
ing for an answer in her mind. Had Captain Hudson 
prc^Kwed t Cynthia's face gave her no clue. At any 
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nte there oonld liave beeo no refusal, the joang man's 
" Good-night," his eager " Well, then, yon vill oome 
to-morrow, won't yon I " showed that. She carried 
Cynihia's candle upstairs for her and stood hesitating 
in the door after " good-nighta " had been exchanged. 

" You have had a good time, dear ! " she ventnied 
somewhat wistfully. 

Cynthia, palling ofi her long white gloves in front of 
the mirror, nodded without raising her head. "It 
haa been a very jolly dance, hasn't it ! " she agreed. 

" Well, good-night again," a<^uie8ced Mattie. " Tou 
must be tired, dear ; I hope you will sle^ well." 

Cynthia stood wi<^ head still bent for a minute or 
two after the cloeing of the door proclaimed Mattie'a 
departure. She was a little ashamed of hersell How 
cold and horrid she was to Mattie sometimes, it was as 
if everything within her had been frozen to a hard lump. 
But after all Captain Hudson had not proposed ; that 
was what Mattde was waiting to hear, and there had been 
nothing really to tell her. With a quick movement, 
almost defiant in the action, she lifted her head and 
stared at herself in the glass. 

" Ted wouldn't know me like this," was the thought 
that stirred in her mind. The shimmer of her white 
gown, the pearls round her neck and in her hair, were 
infinitely becoming. " He has never seen me in evening 
dress ; he would hke me, I think." 

The defiance and anger crept from her face, leaving 
it white and childish. 

" And it is this kind of thing that pnshee me from 
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him," Bhe went on. " It's the mark of tha difieieoco 
that there is between -as." 

Her lipB quivered a little on the worda, and she began 
her imdreesing BI0WI7, bat got only as for ao taking ofi het 
necklace and the pearls oat of her hair. Then she paused 
again, and again hei e/ee met her vision in the glass. 
This time the sight brought a throb of intolerable 
memory. " Ted, Ted," she whispered, and put up het 
hands to shut the mirror oat. She would have liked 
to deep away into some dark comei, like an animal 
that has been hnrt, hiding from the light ; but hei knees 
suddenly seemed to fail hei, so she orouohed down where 
she was, her beautiful dress forgotten, and with her 
head agunst the hard wood of l^e dressing-table began 
to cry — hot scorching tears that brought very little 
comfort to her heart. 

No one guessed or knew of those tears. Next after- 
noon Cynthia went for a drive with Captun Hudson in 
his motor oar, finished up at the Iffoss for tea, and came 
home engaged. Hudson proposed, practically at 
the last moment of course, over the tea cups. It was 
a somewhat embarrassing place to have chosen, because 
a great many people were having tea in the Mess ante- 
room, bat in a way that was a relief to Cynthia. She 
studied his bent head, the fiushed bit of his brow that 
she could see, his nervous hands twistinig and untwisting 
a comer of the table-cloth, while he spoke ; and when 
he had finished and raised his head to meet her eyes he 
was too ezdted himself to notice anything wrong in the 
unmoved whiteness of her face. 
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" It is going to be yes, isn't it 1 " he whispered, 
bending towards hei, obliTioua for the moment of 
any one who might be looking. 

Cynthia nodded. " Yes, if you really care about it," 
she answered. " You will find me a disappointing person 
lam afraid." 

" I shan't," contradioted Hudson vehemently. He 
pat his hand, jnst for one second, on hei knee under the 
table. " You darling I you are absolutely ripping, I 
am sure of that." 

Then some chance acquaintance thongbtleesly joined 
them and stayed talking until Cynthia decided it was 
time to go home. 

Hudson left the motor at the gate of the Redwoods' 
gud^i, on the plea that it was a difficult turning in such a 
bad light, and got oat to walk up the drive with Cynthia. 
She could hew him breathing a little hard beside her 
and knew him to be nervii^ himself to claim what, since 
they were engaged, was lua right. When he turned 
and caught her to him, she yielded stiffly. Her lips undet 
hia were cold and unresponsive, but for a moment or two 
he did not realize this ; only her aloofness made him a 
little ashamed of the warmth of his desire. He let hei 
go presently and voiced his trouble. 

" Cynthia," his voice was a little sha^, " don't 
you love me J " 

No — no — no, her heart clamoured : her lips formed 
a more diplomatic reply. 

" I don't quite know." she said. " The truth is, that I 
hate being kissed, and that is why I said yon would find 
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me disappointing.** She hesitated a moment, her eyes 
looking beyond him to where she could see the lights 
of the house twinkling. Mattie was piobably in the 
drawing room : Mattie, to whom this ei^agement would 
bcng sooh qniet solid content : Hattie, whom she had so 
often hnrt, to whom she owed so much. " Bat I do 
want to loTfl yon," she went on, " if you will be content 
with my failure in that respect. Perhaps one day I 
shall like it." She pieesed nearer to him, hiding hex 
face on his shoulder. He oonld feel her shiver and he 
drew her to him quickly. 

H^ plea silenced him. 01 cooise he was content for 
the time being, and thinking it ovei to himself afterwards, 
he discovered that her outlook was after all very 
satisfactory. Other women had been too eager to 
kisa him ; it was right that Cynthia, the one woman of 
his life who was to be his wife, should be a little more 
difficult to win ; it made hei all the more worth winziing. 

Theii engagement was announced that evening to 
tlie Redwoods ; in a week it had appeared in the papers, 
and all Plymouth knew the fact accompUahed at last. 

"It is a weight ofi our chests," chuckled Major Bed- 
wood — ^he had had one short and entirely satisfactory 
interview with the yout^ man — " handing that sister 
of youis over to some one else to look after. He is not 
a stunning genius, Hudson, but he is no fool." Some- 
thing in his wife's atter silraice made h im glance at 
her. " What is up, old lady 1 Aren't you satisfied yet V 

Uattie rose quickly and walked to the window. " I 
sappose I am," sh e said ; " he is mce, and good, and " 
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" What haa ika gid said to yoa ! " asked Major 
Bedwood with a ei^ 

Mattie tnined round slowly. " Cynthia has only 
made one lemark to me on the subject," she admitted, 
" and that was on the evening they got engaged. I 
went into her room after wa had all gone to bed, oh, 
just to say good-night agtuu, and to see with my own eyea 
that she was happy. 8he was sitting on the edge of 
the bed, hugging one foot as she used to do when she 
was a kiddie and had been sent to hei room for being 
nau^ty. And somethiag la hei eyes made me want 
to run to her and take her into my anna and hug her, 
and yet I couldu't. So I just stayed where I was 
stupidly, and said : ' What are yoa thinking about, 
Cynthia 1 ' " 

" Well t " asked Major Bedwood. 

" She just looked np at me," Mattae went on, " such 
a fanny little don't-mind-what-I-say look, and answered : 
* I was thinking he was worth £900 dead or alive.' " 

Major Bedwood burst into a relieved gufEaw. " Sen- 
sible girl 1 " His face sobered ; " Not romantic enough 
for you, Mattie ; is that the trouble t " 

Mattie had tamed to the window again. There was 
a mist of tears before her eyes, and she was not anxious 
her husband should notice it. 

"I don't want her to be romantic," she answered 
slowly, " but I did want her to be happy." 

The verb bad gone into the past tense abnost instinc- 
tively. Already Mattie knew ^that her desire had not 
been accomplished. 
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II om 18 BKAva 

■' TF one u biave," Clain Sinclair aaid, and in the 
X veiy saying of it laughed deiifiively, " one choses 
this way out." 

She pushed a small eilvei-plated revolver acnwB the 
table tovaidfl Elsie. " If one ia brave," she repeated, 
and again she laughed. 

The two girls sat in one of the top floor front loonu 
td Mn. MacNab's house. Not a bad-sized room 
but drab and uncomfortable looking, the walls dingy, 
the fumituie old and evidently much used. The window 
was half open, thou^ outside a grey chill fog held the 
atmosphere, and, early in the afternoon as it was, the 
room was lit by a fliclming gas jet, tiie burner of which 
had at some time or other been broken. Elsie sat on 
the edge of the bed, her feet swinging, her hands clenched 
in her lap, staring at the tiny little glittering toy her 
companion had just produced. She was dressed to go 
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out, ha dothes smart and well fitiaDg, a dead- vHte lai^e- 
brimmed hat throwing a soft shade over hei face and 
Deck, ^ewed from a little distance she seemed extiaoi- 
dinarily young and fresh looking ; she had to be under a 
more brilliant light than this before the Unea of paiot 
and powdei became visible on hei face. Hei eyes were 
tiled and yet mngularly alert ; the aggressive tilt of her 
chin had been monlded and hardened into set defiance 
of the world and the people of the world. 

Iter companion, Claiie Sinclair, who sat in tiia one 
chair the nwm boasted of, was fai more vividly beaa- 
tiful than Elsie could ever be. She possessed tiiat 
delicate beauty which Uvea triumphant in some women, 
no matter how deep the mire of their Hvee may be. 
Nothing could wipe the seeming innocence from Claire's 
eyee, with their long^ashes that edged them like a fringe 
of shadow ; no har^ line of paint conld disfigure the 
beantifoUy-Ediaped lips. She, too, was well dressed, in 
a close-fitting blue silkdresa, open rather low at the 
neck, and edged with a white lace ruffle. Claire always 
wore a quantity of jewellery and ridiculously small, 
absurdly placed hats — the two things about her that 
gave away her character, so to speak. But even with 
them she was radiantly, undeniably beautiful. 

" Well ? " she questioned sharply now, looking up at 
Elsie and patting oat her hand to recover her toy, 
" don't yoa agree with me, Blsie, or have you found a 
better solntioQ to our problem 1 " 

Elsie did not lift her eyee from the revolver. " And 
— if one is not brave t " she said slowly. 
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" Cb, in tliAt oaae," — Claire spoke nimbly — " wliioh I 
may zemark is not generally the way with as wonLeo, 
either we die as Mamie died last week— did yoa see her 
before they carted hei oS in the hospital ambolance 1 — 
or we live like old Mrs. MaoNab. Or " — she palled the 
zerolyer back again and shoved it into the handbag 
she carried, " we many, as I am going to marry, 
some man too sodden with drink to know what he is 
doing." She shivered theatricaUy and pressed her 
mndi jewelled Gngera against her face. 

Elne watched her. She was never quite certiun how 
much Claire really felt the ondonbted horrois of her 
life. 

" Is that— thing-loaded t " she asked presently. 

Claire took bar hands away and stared indignantly. 
*' Of course it is," she swd. " You think I am playing 
at this, Elsie. I swear before God, if there is a Qod, 
tiliat if John Dnrrant doesn't many me to-morrow, I 
shall shoot myself. I can't go on, my God, I can't go 
on." She rose qiuokly and moved about the room 
remembering, even lq that intense moment, to pat her 
hat Btrugbt before the glass. 

Elsie shifted her position a little. "If he is like 
what yon say," she ventured, " what do you gain by 
marrying him 1 " 

" What do . I gain 1 " — Claire swung round laughing 
shrilly. ** What would you, and I, and women like 
U8, give their everything for 1 Why, the outsldrtB of 
respectability, a name and a house. Ea is not badly 
off, you know." 
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" But " began Elsie. Claiie waved her to Bileooe. 

" HubIi," Bhe Bud, " don't be a fool and rash in where 
angels even might fear to tiead.' Yoa don't nndeistand. 
Well, how Bhoold yon t " She came back and sat on 
the bed by Elsie, laying one bejewelled hand on the 
girl's ann. " 111 tell yoa lihongh, becanse, for one 
thing, I like yon, and for anothn, I want yon to help 
me through this. I have got a child, Elsie, a little 
girl, she is aboat four years old now." The beantifnl 
&ce softened, the lips trembled, real tears were near 
Claire's eyes. " She is a pretty little kid, too. Some- 
times I run down to see her. She is boarded ont in the 
country you know. Her coming poshed me into this 
life. For her sake I want to try and scramble out; I could 
not let hei grow up and find me like this. I have 
called hei Joy, so like me and so inappropriate, isn't 
it!" 

She sat silent for a second, then hei clasp on Elsie 
tightened and she drew herself a little nearer. 

" I want you to come with me to-ni^t," she went 
on " to Durrant's flat. He has promised to marry 
me ; he must be made to go through with it. If there 
are two of ns there he will be easier to manage. Elsie, 
you will help me, won't yon t It is for the kid, honestly 
it is for the kid. Otherwise, do yon think I would 
bother t " 

" I think I know it is for the baby," Elsie agreed. 
She got off the bed slowly, an ache of memory at her 
heart. "I'll come, Claire, though I don't really see 
what use I can be." 
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Cflain waa rabl»ng the teara Tigoioiuly from her 
•yea vith a small handkerchief. 

"You are a brick," she said. "I knew 70a would 
stick by me. Well, at nine, l^en. Will yon me^ me 
there! Yon know Ids place, don't yoa — 1 Denton Street; 
just come i^t up." She slipped ofi the bed and aoioBS 
the loom to the oUiei giiL " If he is veiy awful to-night, 
don't tiy and abop me from doing it, will yoa t I most 
go through with it — ^must, yoa nndentand t " 

Elflia nodded. " Yee," she said, " I ondeistand." 

OUire had oanght sight of her own &ce beside !E!lsie'» 
in the mirror, 

" What a fright I have made of myself," she mattered 
discontentedly. " Will have to go and do my hur again, 
I Buppoae. Damn I " Her attention wandered to Elsie. 
" As we are on confidences," she asked, " what pushed 
yon here, dear, into our life t I mean, yon don't look as 
if ^" 

" Does it matter t " interrupted Elsie. She drew away. 
" It is near the trath to say I came because I wanted 
to. I am afrtud I have no other excuse." 

" I suppose Joy is an excuse," Claire agreed. " AH 
ri^t, dear, I won't pry." She picked up her belong- 
ings — gloves, bag and handkerchief — and crossed to the 
door. "Don't fail me, though, at nine to-night." 

The door closed behind her and Elsie, Idt alone^ 
stood staring round hsr undecidedly. Vive o'dook 
sounded from a neighbouring church ; the fog seemed 
to have deepened and settled a little more firmly down 
oatoide. There was no need to go out since her evening 
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was mapped out f oi her ; that in itsell was a reliet 
She put np het hands, and taking oS her hat flung it; 
caielessly on to the bed. She would stay where she 
was until 8.30, not even go downstairs for the evening 
meal, a hoiriUe institution which generally took place 
abont seven. She could not face the probable gathering 
to-day; she was so bitterly, so hopelessly tired of 
them aU. 

Of late things had gone badly with Elsie. It is a hard 
and — ^to those desirous of doing exactly as they please 
in this life — an unpalatable fact that there is no joy to 
be found iu the worid which can compare with the joy 
of a clear conscience and a good life. The saying — 
often heard on the Hps of the young — " Be good, and 
yon will be happy, but yon won't have a good time "— 
is wrong. " Be bad, and yon may have an exciting 
time, but you certainly won't be happy " is more correct. 
And even that does not quite get at the truth, for the 
meaning of words is a terribly intricate thing. G>ood- 
nesB and badness mean something totally different 
from every one's point of view, but, however we look 
at it, we shall find in the long run that the old definition — 
to be gathered from action and result — is generally 
correct. Goodness brings happiness : badness — ^misery. 

Perhaps in the old days, when the Gods walked the 
eaith — and were, incidentally, infinitely evil in their 
doings — ^when the whole world of mankind lay netoei 
to Nature and could feel her great stormy heart beat- 
ing through their lives, there may have been something 
radiantly glorious abont vice. At least, if rqwrt be true. 
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she walked abioad in more regal and triTunphant garb 
i}mn ahf does Dowadays, bnt whether her followers were 
any Qw happier for hei splendid raiment is to be 
doubted. In the world to-day, vice certainly wears 
no crown or robe of state, and those who serve her pay 
a heavy toll in misery, shame and degradation. 

So Elsie paid it, dragging thonght and conacicnice, 
for aa long as she could, with passion, till the drag ftuled 
and the taste of it waa bitter in her mouth. Sometimes 
she f elt'as if she had stepped aidde from the plain, straight 
path of life into a vast quagmire — each step she took 
Bnoked her deeper in ; each instinctive stmggle to free 
herself brought the loathsome filth of the place oloeer 
against her heart. If she stood still it crept slowly 
upon her ; in time it wonld sabmerge her, close over 
her head in oily thick waves and her place wonld be 
left free for another. What was it Claire had said t — 
" If one is brave " — but courage had been dragged 
from Elsie, she had lost it finally when ^e had refused 
to face the blanknees of her life on the high road. 

Her thoughts veered round to Claire again, poor 
pretty CUire ; life must be even worse for her. And 
yet, somehow, Elsie felt that if she had had a little child, 
a tiny life to goard and care for, to spend her love on, 
she would not have gone under as she was going now ; 
she would have held her head high and fought the 
world. Claire claimed that the baby's coming had 
pushed her into this life ; that could not be altogether 
true. The world might look upon a child bom under 
8udi Guoumstanoes as an emblem of nn ; if one's heart 
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was trae, if knowledge of Love — ^blind and mist&keD, 
perhaps, but still love, lay behind ita coming, surely 
there was nothing in that to drag one into the pit. 

At eight o'olo(^, after heating a little milk for herself 
on a spirit lamp, and nibbling a biscuit by way of 
Bnppei, Elsie changed hex coat and skirt, and selecting 
a small black satin hat as being the least noticeable 
thing she could wear, sallied oat to ke^ het appoint- 
ment with Claiia. Denton Street, an nnpretentions- 
looking opening o5 Shaftesbnry Avenue, was a quiet 
thoroughfare even in the busiest times of the day. It 
boasted no shops and very few offices ; its length was 
occupied, on one side, by a block of flats, and on the 
other by the back premises of some large wardiouse 
establishment. After the bustle of traffic in Shaftes- 
bury Avenue, it seemed a dismally lit, depressing place, 
and the fog, defeated to a certain ratuit in the larger 
street by the blaze of Ughts £rom restaurants and 
theatres, gathered here thick and Qnintermpted, & 
pall of moist datkneas. 

Elsie had some little difficulty in finding the number 
of the £at she required. It turned out to be in the 
«nd blocJc, and, according to the number indicator in 
the badly ht hall, Mr Duzrant occupied the third-floor 
flat on the left hand side. The lift box was unoccupied, 
and, one or two rings elioitii^ do response, Elsie 
resigned herself to climbing up the three flights of 
BtaiiB. She was desperately out of breath by the time 
she reached her destination, and waited a miaute or 
two leaning against the stair rail before knocking at 
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tlie doot. "Bow quiet the place was ; did no one but 
Claize's friend live in this cold atone building ? It 
was a depiessing setting foi what she knew must be a 
tragedy of drink and degradation. 

Even as the thou^t crossed her mind the silence 
was broken, and the noise of voices raised in altercation 
reached her from behiad the door she was jnst about 
to knock on. One she recognized as Claire's, shrill and 
beyond control, pouring oat what seemed to be a stream 
of hysterical abuse ; the other, low and undistinguish- 
able, a man's drunken giowL With her hand on the 
door, which yielded unlatched to her touch, Elsie 
hesitated, waitiog for the quarrel to subside a little 
before she should put in an appearance. Evidently 
the man was very drunk ; he was probably proving 
intractable. Claire, strung up as she was, would have 
very little control over a temper which was at the best 
of times unmanageable. 

" You shall go through with it now," she was half 
Bcreamiug. " You great drunken brute, do you think 
I'll let you puah me aside at the last moment because 
some other face takes your fancy 1 You've promised 
me, my God, how often have you sworn, by everything 
you held sacred, to marry me, and now you shall. Do 
you hear what I say, yon shall — shaU — shalL" 

Her voice rose piercingly on the silence ; if any one 
was in the house it would certainly be heard. Elsie 
slipped inside and latched the door behind her ; that 
would shut in a certain amount of the noise, though, 
for that matter, drunken lows of this description were 
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probably too oommoQ to attract modi attention. 

The passage of the flat was in complete darkness, 
but from under a door at the end a tliin flicker of light 
streamed. As she made her way towards it Elsie was 
brought up suddenly by a sound tiiat for the moment 
drove the blood from her heart and left her, terror- 
atricken and unable to move, crouching against Uie 
wall. It came after some mattered growl of the man's — 
the thin sharp report of a revolvei, the thad of a heavy 
body striking the floor, the horrible noise of some one 
choking on the thick blood which rises to the throat 
when a man has been shot through the lungs, succeeded 
by tense, terrible silence. When she oould move, 
feeling her way by the wall, for fright had taken all the 
strength from her knees, Elsie stumbled along the 
passage and pushed the door open. 

Claire stood with her back to the table in the centre 
of the room, her arms by her side, her eyes wide and 
staring. The little ghttering revolver that she had 
shown to Elsie earlier in the day was still olutdied in 
one of hei hands. Her eyes met Elsie's across the 
apace of the room and over the thing that lay between 
them — a huddled shapeless body, with a thin stream of 
led oozing from under the cheek that had fallen against 
tiie floor. 

" I have killed him," she whispered stiffly, " killed 
him." The revolver dropped from her hand; she ran 
towards the body on the floor, turning it over, attempting 
to mop up the pool of blood with her ridiculously small 
handkerchief. " I didn't mean to do it," die asserted 
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ovoi and over again, " not this ; I didn't mean to do it." 
The man's head fell back, slack and resistlesa, the 
bloated featnrea, ghastly in theii pallor, smeared with 
great tqplotches of blood. 

"He laughed at me, Elsie," the agonized voice went 
on ; " he had found another giil, he said ; he chose hec in 
pieference to me. He would have it that he had never 

meant to mairy me, and I " hei face quivered, she 

tbroat the bodj from her and sprang up, stumbling 
acroBs the room to Elsie, catching desperately at the 
other girl's hands. " Yon know why I wanted to 
marry him, don't you 1 You said yon understood. It 
was for Joy. Oh, what will happen to her now, my 
Httle, little babyt Shall I be hanged, El^e 1 Will 
tiiey hang me T Don't let them do it I Hide me, 
Elsie, hide me." She bK&e into loud crying, each sob 
almost a scream of terror, and fell on hei kneea at Elsie's 
feet, datching at her dress. 

Elsie stooped to her. "Hush," she entreated. 
"Hush, Claire. Yon must be quiet, dear, we must 
think (d something to do or say before they come. 
S(Hne one will have beard the shot. They will be sure to 
come. They shan't take you. We must find a way out, 
you have got Joy to think of. If anything happens 
to me there will be no one in the world to care. Look, 
Gl^re," — she pulled the shivering girl to her feet — 
" your dress ia all smeared with blood ; slip out of it 
quiddy, dear; chaise with me. We are about the 
same size. Then do you know any way out of this ? 
You must find one if you can and get away as quickly 
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and quietly as poa^ble. Don't ciy oi acieam any 
more, for pity's sake, there is sach a lot to be done." 

" But 70a } " Claire asked. Uechanically she was 
obeying the clearer mind, the stronger will, and was , 
already half out of her dress. " What will yoa do, 
how will yon get away T " 

" What does it matter," Elsie anaweied feverishly. 
" There is no one that I need bothet aboat. Why, 
only to-day I waa envying yon your possession of 
that revolver and wondering if I conld have the oonrage 
to borrow it and use it. This will be a way out for me, 
don't yon understand, Claire, a]way oat that I should 
neveE have had the plndc to find for myself." 

She fastened the last hook in Claire's dieas, and, taking 
off her own hat, puahed it well down ovei the other 
gill's head. 

" Now go, go quickly," she ui^ed ; " some one is 
coming. Do you know of a back way ? " 

Claire nodded. " There is a fire escape sturway at 
the back of his bedroom," she said. A succession of 
quick knoc^ was heard on the outside door, she crouched 
i^ainst Elsie. " I can't go alone and leave you ; it 
isn't fail or right." 

" Oh, don't argue," be^^ed Elsie ; " jost go. I would 

do it if I were in your shoes and there were a little baby 

to be thought of. Do I look frightened 01 distressed 

about it t I tell you I am glad, glad to have found a 

■ way out." 

She pushed Claire from hei. " Now go," she 
repeated. " I am going to open the dooi and I shall 
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t«D than that I did it. Yon will only seem to be ao 
hTateiical, frightened idiot if jaa stay and tiy to coq- 
tiadict me. Please, joat go aa quick as ever yon can." 
She moved towards the hall ; a man's voice could be 
heard outside shouting for admittance. With one 
shuddering glance at the thing on tiie floor and a 
moment of undecided hesitation, Claire, gathering 
Elsie's dreas round her, ran to the door of the bedroom 
and vanished through it. Elsie could hear some further 
door open and shut, and then, without looking again at 
the man she was supposed to have murdered, or at the 
dropped weapon on the floor, she passed down tha 
passage and flung open tJie front door. 
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FKOM the very first the one person to doubt Elsie's 
Btoij was James Douglas, a barrister and a some- 
time friend of Dnrrant's, who lived in the flat underneath 
and had been the first to give the alarm. Douglas 
had known Dorrant ever since their early school days, 
and he had grown too used to the goings on in the npper 
flat to be very serionsly alarmed at the first sound of 
the quarrel. The report of a pistol and the fall of what 
was evidently a heavy body had startled him however, 
and slipping an overcoat over his pyjamas — he had 
retired to bed particularly early that evening with a 
booh he was interested in — he had run upstairs and 
hammered imperatively on Dunant's door. That 
eUiuting no response, he had grown seriously alarmed 
and had dashed out, clad as he was, to capture the 
nearest policeman's attention. 

" Uurder, is that what you are afrud of T " the 
man had questioned bluntly as th^ panted up the 
three flights. 

" Something of that sort," agreed Douglas. " Heard 
» shot fired, anyway." 

" Bespectable occnpaata T " adaA the polii 
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That was the last word that could be applied to 
Dunant. " A little noisy," Douglas owned briefly, " and 
very often drank." 

" Humph I " grunted the policeman. Then he lifted 
his truncheon and tiiumped authoritatively on the dooi. 
" Come along now, whoevei u in there, open this door 
and hurry up over it," 

The response to his snmmoDS, consideriiig DougUs* 
repeated eSorte, was very rapid. Before the man had 
even time to try the door again it was flung open. A 
girl stood facing them, slight, with pale, defiant face, 
and stiff erect carriage. She had no hat on ; hei hair 
parted at the side lay close and smooth to her head ; 
she was like some boy, Douglas thought, a boy mas- 
querading in woman's clothes. Then his eyes dropped 
from her face to the pale blue of the gown she wore, and 
with a thrill of horror he saw the vivid red splashes of 
wet blood clinging to the silk. 

The policeman had seen them too, his professional 
eye quidE to catch th^ meaning. With a brisk move* 
ment he pushed past Douglas and laid a heavy hand 
OD the gill's shoulder. 

" There has been trouble here, my girl ; better let ds 
look into it quietly." 

The qoick blood flew to Elsie's cheeks. She resented 
the man's touch, his air of authority, and at that 
moment she caught sight of Douglas's keen face, the 
horror in his eyes. Her own held his while she answered, 
and to him it seemed that theii very directness gave 
the lie to every word sh« ^ke. 
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"Yes," she Bdmitted, "there has been trooble. I 
have killed a man, at least I think he is dead. Will 
7on come with me 1 1 will take yon to him." 

She tamed, the policeman's hand still like a vice on 
her aim, and led the way back to the dining-room. 
James Doaglas followed, bewildered thoughts thronging 
bis mind. Never, in his fairly long career of investiga- 
tion into crimes, had he met a man, let alone a woman, 
who could remain so calm and seemingly indifEeieat 
to BO terrible an acknowledgment. 

Durrant was dead, right enough. Douglas and the 
policeman verified that while the girl stood, silent and 
nnmoved, watching them. 

" He deserved to die," the said quietly. It seemed 
as if she addressed hei answer to Douglas aloner ignoring 
the policeman. "I am not sorry to have done it." 

He deserved to die I Doaglas could believe that. 
Dunant had always been a foul-minded, low living 
brute. Even ai a schoolboy, he had been hated and 
despised by his oompamons; as a man, drink, and 
things woiBe tlian drink, had reduced him to the level 
of insanity. Undoubtedly he might have deserved 
death, but that this ^1, this quiet-spoken, cleai-eyed 
^1 should have killed him, was unthinkable ! 

" Wliat had we better do I " he asked briefly of the 
policeman. " Will you stay here while I notify the 
police, or do you like to leave me in charge and fetch 
them yourself T " 

"That will be the best, sir, if you don't object," 
agreed the policeman ; glancuig at Elsie. " Shall we 
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tie hflT Dp befoie I go, or do 700 redcoa yon can 
manage with hex T " 

" Of oonne I can," answered Douglas cordy. He 
liated to see the ooloui flame and fade in the girl's face 
at every bint of disgrace. It was imposable, quite 
impossible, that she should ever really have had soffi- 
dent connezioii with a man like Dnmnt to wanaot hex 
Irilling him. He knew most of Dunant's women-loDd. 
He had been fetched in by one oz other of them on more 
than one occasion, either to control Dorrant from 
murder, or to restore Dnrrant to consdonsneas aftw a 
more than usually severe bout of diampaUon. This 
girl he had never seen before ; die was not even of the 
type that would have appealed to Dorrant. Gould it be 
revenge — ^revenge for some other girl, a friend or a sister, 
perhaps T There might be a tiioosand good reasons of 
that sort for the deed. 

" Do you care ta tell me at all why you tUd it t " 
he asked after the policeman bad taken his departure. 
" I don't want to seem merely inquisitive. I am a 
lawyer, yon know. You will want some one to act 
for you in this cose. Unless you know of some one 
whom you would prefer, will you let me do what I can 
to help you ! I knew the dead man. When you say 
that he deserved to die I know that you are speaking 
the truth ; that is my excuse. It will help yon to tell 
me." 

Elsie moved a little. She had sat down on the 
chaii be had pushed forward for her, her arms lay 
along the table, the hands loosely clasped. 
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" Yon ue very kind," she said simply, " bat I am 
not going to defend myself now oi evec. I don't know 
why I said he deserred to die, except that something 
in yotu eyes made me want to explain away some of the 
horror." 

" Bnt yoTt will have to state something," he argued, 
" make np some tale if youi stoiy is to be believed." 

She raised startled eyes to his. " Believed," she 
repeated quickly. " They won't want more proof 
than this, will they T " Her eyes fell before his. When 
she raised them ^ain they were steady ; she was facing 
her situation, whatever it was, v&cy calmly. " I had 
plenty of excuse," she went on somewhat as if she were 
reciting a lesson. " He was to have married me to- 
morrow ; there were certsdn reasons why I wished bim 
to." Her glance met hia defiantly. " When I called this 
evening he told me be had changed his mind. He taunted 
me with some other woman whom he had chosen in 
preference to me, and I — I lost my temper, I suppose, 
and fired at him. He dropped back just as you see him 
now." He saw her hands clench on the table. " WiU 
they be very much longer in coming back 1 " she aaked. 

" You wanted bim to marry you t " Douglas aaked, 
fiTing on what was to him the absolute impossibility 
of the subject. 

The girl seemed to wince a little from the incredulity 
of hia voice. "There were reasons," she repeated 
dully. "He was breaking his promises. I am not 
■orry that he is dead." 

That was all that he could get from her. A tissue 
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of Uw, hetlicnigbt; but the whj and the vlierefore ol 
bet lying remained a myatcTy, and in the face of such 
{^aiing evidence as the circumfltances in which she was 
found, the blood on her dieas. Hie tenacity witii which 
she stuckto herclaim to the deed, made him charf of 
Toicing his disbelid. But he could not get the fact 
of it fnoD his mind, nor indeed the memoiy of hei 
straight, sUm figure, her half-boyish face, the smooth, 
parted hair. 1^ had never in his life been ao intneated 
in or thought so per«stently about any woman. The 
deaiie to help her, to get hei free from the web of circum- 
stance that was closing in on hei, became an obseasioa 
with him. Hecould neitherwork, nor sleep, nor rest^ 
for thinking of her. 

He entered his name as willing and anzions to act 
for the defence, and incidentally, in the gathering of 
knowledge f 01 the caae, got to know as much of Elsie'a 
life as Mrs. MacNab or any of her other companions 
could tell him. Claire was the only person who might 
inadvertently have given the truth away to his keen 
eyes, and Claire was away, staying in the country, 
confined to her bed with what the vill^ doctor called 
"Nervous breakdown." The others knew nothing. 

" We are all free agents here," Mrs. MacNab explained 
to him briskly. " I never ask the girls to confide in 
me. Eiiaie was never the one to buck about her men. 
But I can teU you t^t there has been something prey- 
ing on her mind for quite a month." 

It gave Douglas a ahock to find out how and where 
Elsie lived ; but even t^t did not shake his belief in her 
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ianocence, o^tiiei did it in any way i^nBh back ihe 
feeling for hei that was giowing in his heart. 

He had one or two interviews with hei in prison 
while they waited tot the tnal to come ap for hearing, 
and on each and every occasion Elsie met him with 
the same barrier of determined defiance, and with the 
eame oft-repeated story. 

"I don't believe a mngle word of it," he stated 
definitely in their final interview. "Why are yon 
building up this mountun of lies t Whom are you trying 
to shield behind it T '* 

" Will it matter to the others what yoa believe ? " 
she asked. 

"I will do my level best to influence them to my * 
view of the case," he answered hotly, "I believe 
you want them to bring in 'Guilty.'" 

" I do," she agreed. " I am guilty. When one has 
done something wrong in tlus world it is better to get 
the paying of it finished with. You don't know how 
glad I shall be when it is finished." 

" It shan't finish on ' Guilty ' if I can help it," he 
fitormed back. " Have you no relations or any one 
in the whole wide world, that you can think hke that T 
Have yoa conudered what it may mean to them ? " 

Elsie lifted calm eyes to his. " Does any one love 
women like us ! " she answered. " Yon have found 
out about me, haven't you t " — the colour flew to his 
face — " Why are you asking such a stupid ques- 
tion I " 

It was after that and jost before the case came on 
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tax hfiaring, tiiat Donglas caused hez picttin to be widely 
diculated in the papen, still refn^ng to believe that 
thoe was no one to be found to come forward and argae 
with Elsie. The nmncBaTre broogbt him at least one 
immediate reply. 

"She has got quite a nice face, the nnfortonate 
gill, who is accnsed in this horrible mnider case," 
said Mattie one day, perusing the paper as was her 
wont in the quarter of an hour before lunch while the 
table was being laid. " Have yon seen it, Cynthia t " 

" No, I hadn't time to look at the paper this morning," 
Cynthia answered. She stood by the window, stilt 
in her outdoor things, dnmmung with her fingers on the 
pane. There was only a fortnight now before her 
wedding; t^ere were times when Cynthia felt like some 
bird caught in a net may feel as it sees the meshes 
gathered together in the band of the captuter. 

"Hemnst have been awful to her," Uattie went an. 
The pictured face, one of Elsie taken in the very early 
days of her girlhood and unearthed by Douglas from 
the limbo of her poseesaions, touched Mattie to a quick 
sense of compasmon. " Poor girl I " she laid the paper 
down with a sigh, and the family trooped in for lunch, 
concluding with Major Redwood, who always went to 
wash his hands after the bell had rung and was con- 
sequently invariably five minntea late for every meal. 

" What are the amusements for this afternoon 1 " 
he inquired cheerily, enacondng himself behind the 
leg of mutton that required carving. 

" I have got a sewing meeting and mothers* tea on," 
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Admitted Mattie. " Cynthia is going oat with RalpK 
aren't you T " 

" Yes," agreed Cynthia. " Not till aftei tea, Hioi^h, I 
have Bocb heaps of letters to get through this afternoon." 

"Well, 08 no one seems to be going to amuae me,'* 
Majoi Bedwood commented, "I shall dig potatoes 
in the back garden. How ia the kitten, Beatrice T " 
He tamed his attention to the smallest member of 
the family, who with earnest face and a rapt expression 
was ploughing her way through a somewhat lfl^& 
helping of pudding. 

" Hush, daddie," Uattie put in quickly, she had 
already been the consoler of floods of tears over this- 
same kitten ; " tiiere has been a tragedy ; we don't 
talk about it yet ! " 

" Dear, dear, how sad — sorry I spoke," said Major 
Bedwood. His small daughter continued her operationa 
gainst the padding undeterred by the slow tears that 
triiMed down her fat nose and splashed on her plate. 

" Mummy, please tell him," she managed to confide 
presently in a stage whisper, after a gulp of sorrow and 
pudding combined, " about Tootles." 

" You see, it is Tootles that really minds," Hatti» 
explained ; " Beatrice was going to have been brave 
and not cry any more about it, only Tootles is under 
the table, and Beatrice thinks that every time Tootles 
hears the deceased infant mentioned it oats into her 
heart like a knife. It was quite all right this time, 
darling," she consoled, " because Tootles didn't really 
hear daddy, she is ever so fast asleep beside my foot."' 
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The diilii's face biif^tened, tiie last tean Tanuhing 
in the magioal way that April ahoweiB vanuh bdore 
the son. 

"I am glad he waa aaleep," — Beaiiioe could never be 
peisoaded to allude to ^e cat mother aa she — " he 
doea feel it so terribly, mummie." 

Cynthia took the paper npstun to her room after 
lunch, deciding in hei own mind that she would lie 
down and read it for a qoaiter of on hoar before atsrt- 
ing on her letters. Elsie's picture was on the fourth 
page, and Cynthia did not oome to it until the leading 
was almost finished. In tiie ordinary coarse of eyents 
she would merely have glanced at it and Uid it aade ; 
the reprodnctdon was not a spedally good one, and did 
not damour for recognition ; but the memory of Hattie's 
temarks made Cynthia turn back to the picture a 
second time, and on closer inspection it took her only 
« second to realize the likeness. 

It was Elsie. Elsie in prison, cm trial for murder I 
Elue to have killed a man, to have gone throu^ what 
this gill must have gone through before driven to kill 
All the papers, when reporting the murder, had lunted 
vaguely at the horrors that probably by behind the 
deed. And El^e was bearing it all alone ; the paper 
mentioned t^t she had apparently neither relations 
nor friends ; from the very first it appeared she had 
quite cahnly and coldly admitted to the deed and 
refused oU information as to herself. In less l^ian 
the space of time necessary to realize all these tiiooghta, 
Cynthia hod mode up her mind. She would go to 



nGoo^L' 



Blind Eyes 36» 

London : at least Elsie stoold know of one friend in 
liec hooi of trial, Cynthia tad not tiie slightest idea 
of what she could do to help, or of how to set about 
it, hei one idea was to get to London as quickly aa 
possible, to be near — ^if possible to see Elsie. 

It was a quarter to three ; if she hurried, just stopping 
to pack only s few absolute neces»ties in her small 
bag, she oonld oatoh the afternoon express to London. 
She could wir* to Kiss Powell to put her up for a 
night or two. Miss Powell had lived for twelve years 
in 24, White's Avenua — it was unlikely that she would 
have moved. 

London — suddenly the thick veil of tragedy split, 
• rayof brillianthopeiUuminatedit. Ted was in London, 
she would go to Ted. Ted would help her to see Elsie. 

At three o'clock, her bag clutched in her hand, Cynthia 
was in the back garden attempting to explain to Major 
Bedwood the absolute necessity for her abrupt departure. 

" Heh, what's all tlus 1 " he had ejaculated at her 
first annooncement, digg^ himself stiffly from tho 
arduooB task of digging potatoes. " London, now at 
once ! Have you gone mad I " 

" I haven't much time to ea^lMn," Cynthia answered. 
** Please do listen, so that yon can tell Mattie. This 
^t, Elsie Hart, who is chafed with this fiat muiderr 
IB the girl I lived with in London. We were friends ; 
I must go to her, see what I oui do to help. I 
think Mattie will understand. Tell her, please, that 
I have gone to White's Avenue. Hiss Powell, a lady 
who lives there, will pat me ap. I shall be quite. 
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quite all right. Uattie is not to worry, and I will send 
« wiie saying I have arrived." 

" Bat " protested Major Bedwood, face floslied 

And angry. 

" Oh, please don't argae with me," intemipted 
Cynthia, " I most go, that is ail." 

" What about Hudson I " expostulated hei brother- 
in-law as he gave chase np the garden path. " What 
the thunder am I to tell him t " 

"Anything you like," called back Cynthia. She 
-paused a moment and faced round. " No, wait — yon 
had better oot tell him abont Elsie ; say that on aunt of 
mine or some one is ill." 

On the way up in the train it is to be believed that her 
thoughts tnmed more on Ted than on Elsie. Only 
now, with some proepeot of seeing him in front of her 
again, did she realijta how tJie ache of wanting him 
had been eating into her heart. The whole face of 
the world was changed since seeing Ted ^ain lay in front 
of her. Balph Hudson and hei prospective marriage 
wen entirely forgotten. With the ridiculousness and 
inconsistency of love, her whole being thnlled and 
poised with elation, despite the real cause of her journey. 
Her eyes were radiant, she was going back to Ted ; 
eac^ torn of the wheel song his name over and over 
again to her heart. 

Miss Powell was at the station to meet her, austere 
but kind as ever. " Got your wire," she granted. 
" Need not a^ what this sadden erase is, I suppose 1 " 

" It is Blue," explained CTnthia frankly. She 
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■at forward in the cab, peecing out of the window. How 
good it was to be back in London ; ahe knew now that 
she had always berai homesick for these crowded streets, 
this noisy txaffic. 

"I tiionght as much," Miss Powell's disapproving 
voice broke in on her meditationB. " What do yoa 
'hink you are going to be able to do T " 

" I don't know,'* admitted Cynthia ; " but I just 
felt I had to be near her." 

Miss Powell was silent a minute or two ; apparently 
her thooghtA ran on charitable lines, for presently she 
sighed and patted Cynthia's hand. " Perhaps yoa 
have done right,'* she conceded ; " the poor girl is 
paying a heavy price for her folly." 

Before she turned in to occupy the camp bedstead 
put up for her use in Miss Powell's front sitting- 
room, Cynthia wrote a letter to Ted ; to Uattie, she 
eased her conscience with a wire. 

" Dear Ted," she wrote, " I have no right to bother 
you, no claim of any sort upon your kindness ; and yet 
I am writing this with the fall knowledge that if I ask 
you will give. I have come to London because Elsie 
is the girl that has been arrested for the murder in 
Denton Street. I want if I can to help her, at least to 
see her; will you help me to do this, for I have no 
idea how to set about it t To-morrow is Saturday : will 
you meet me as soon after one as yon can manage, at 
what need to be our comer in St. James' Park I Please, 
please, oome," 

She had so much more to tell him, but nothing 
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that she ooold pat into a letter — ^it could wait till ehe 
saw him, till hei hands lay once moie in his, till his 
eyes could help her with the telling ; she nevei doubted 
tliat he would come. 

That night she waa haunted by tenible dreama ; 
Ted was dead, she fancied : his white, set lace floated 
before her in a pool of blood. In some way she had 
killed him, it was she who had been anested for miudei, 
not Elsie. She stood in the dock, a dieam court of 
justice, for there were heavy manacles on her feet and 
hands, and the judge, terrible and awe-inspiring, with a 
festoon of skulls over his red robe, glared at her across 
the dead body of Ted. " You bave murdered this man,** 
he seemed to shriek at her, " murdered him ; what ia 
your answer, guilty or not guilty 1 " The dream court 
was full of eyes staring at her. She shrank from 
them. " Not guilty," she whispered ; but she waa 
convinced that no one had heard her, bo for the next 
sentence she too raised her voice to a scream. " How 
could I have done it t I loved him — ^won't yon under- 
stand, I loved him." 

Whether they understood or not remained a mystery^ 
lot at that juncture Miss Powell shook her awake. 

" You are having a nightmare about love," she 
remonstrated ; " don't sleep on your back, child." 

The judge's accusation and her plea went with Cynthia 
into her next sleep. Aftet all, what had her love done 
for Ted t That remained to be seen. 
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OTNTHIA OOES BACE 

UP to five nunntes before the time appointed by 
Cynthia, Ted Hnntei remained finn in his inten- 
tion of not acceding to her request. Cynthia's deaiie to 
Bee him, apart from what he could do to help her where 
£lsie waa concerned, vas probably merely a continnatioD 
of the game that had apparently so deEghted hei in 
the first instance — ^the game of extracting a coy peri- 
winlde from bis shell with a pin. The amusement had 
hnrt him sufficiently for a whole lifetime, and he had no 
wish 01 thought or hope to see her ^ain. But he 
had not ceased to love her ; that waa why all a^nments 
of pride and caution and self-respect were thrown to the 
winds ; they had no weight against his need for her, and 
in the end, of course, he went. 

Only he waa a little late, Cynthia bad been waiting 
for half an hour. Su<^ a thing had never oconned to 
S78 • 
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hei before : in the old days slie had alvayB arrived to 
find Ted waiting for her — ^however early she came, he 
had always been there hall an hoar before. Nerronsnesa 
oncceeded anticipation ; the minutee crawled past like 
hours ; she had no idea of time, she only knew that there 
she would stay, all day perhaps, if he did not come ; 
idiat did anything matter if he did not come 1 

A desolate fear invaded Cynthia's heart. Perhaps 
Ted was dead, as het dream of the night had foretold, 
and all her joy at coming back to London tamed to 
black despair. Ted was dead, she would never see him 
or touch him or hear him ^ain. 

In the very middle of that thou^t Cynthia lifted 
her eyes and saw Ted. He was coming slowly down 
the path towards her ; even in her state ,of agitation she 
could notice how white and ill he looked. Then, with 
a little cry, and regaidlesa of passers-by, she ran to 
meet him, 

" Ted, [Ted," she whispered — he oonld see her eyes 
were swimming with tears, of which she was not in the 
least ashamed — " you have come after alL I — ^I was 
thinking you were dead." 

She made a firm efEort to blink back her tears. His 
face was {angularly hard and unresponsive, and he had 
not even taken her hands. 

"I am sorry I am late," he said stiffly. "I came as 
quickly as I could," — which was not strictly true. 

Cynthia stared at him, a very slow, hot colour creeping 
into her cheeks. " Yon ore angry with me, Ted, angry 
widi me, because I amt for you? " 
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" Fethaps I am," agreed tlie man. His eyes held 
heis foi a momeiit. " Perhaps, ' afraid/ would be a 
better word to use. Does it amnse you to be hurt 
by things ? Shall we go and sit down ovei there i " 
be vent on, quick contrition in his voice. "I am a 
brute to talk to you like this, when I know how worried 
you must be about your friend. Let us sit down, and 
tell me what I can do to help." 

" But, Ted," Cynthia turned to him aa they sat down 
and lud a small, rather timid hand on his knee, " I 
did want to ask you about Elsie. But that wasn't half 
the real reason why I wrote to you; it was, be- 

Ted interrupted her. For one second his hand crushed 
down on hers where it lay on his knee ; then he stood 
up, intentionally or othowise, so as to get rid of it, and 
shifted his chtdr a little. 

*' Miss Weston," he said, " ther« is only one thing I 
want to ask of yon : don't let us play with each other 
any more. The game is, so to speak, finished. I know 
you are ragaged to be married ; I saw it in the papers, 
though I did not write to ofier my congratulations 
For myself, well, you know your letter only just caught 
me in time. I threw up the work at office about a month 
ago, and moved into new lodgings yesterday. Father 
died, you know, just after you left London, and next week 
I am off. I have had a billet offered me in Australia, quite 
a fairly good one for me." He paused, digging holes ta 
the ground with his stick, then lifted his eyes to meet 
hers. " You see how far apart our hres Ue," he said : 
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hia face was calm and nnieadable. "I, for one, do 
not intfind that either of as shall foiget that again. 
Now, tell me aboat Wm Hart : it most have come as a 
t^ble ehock to you." 

n was as ii he had suddenly and sternly erected a 
barrier between them; all Cynthia's joy and relief 
at seeing him withered under the cold self-repreesion 
of hia attitude. This was a new Ted, one who made 
no answer to the calling of her tune. How could she 
tell him all that her heart had planned! — Pride choked 
back her tean ; she would not let him see how much 
■he was hurt by his seeming indifieimice. 

" I can't tell you much about Elsie," she explained, 
** because I know nothing. I recognized her picture in 
tiie paper yesterday and I came straight up to London. 
I thought I might go to her ; I don't know that she will 
even thankme for that,but I just felt I should have to try." 

" You are quite sore it was a picture of her 1 " Ted 
asked. 

" Quite," Cynthia answered. " It was a copy of an 
old photograph Elsie used to have lying about in her 
drawers. I have often asked her to give it to me." 

" They will let her off very lightly," Ted pondered 
the matter aloud, " even if the^ find her guilty. The 
man was such a brute : all his past life goes to prove 
that." He turned on Cynthia. " You would like to go 
over to the prison at once, wouldn't you, and find out 
if they wiD let you see her now 1 " 

" Yes," agreed Cynthia — het thoughts were deplorably 
fur away from Elsie. 
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" Then sie probably priaoa honia for Tuiting," Ted 
esqiUined aa tbey made tbdi way tbeie in a 'bus ; " and 
very likely, it being a marder case, they won't let us in 
without a special permit ; but at least we shall find out 
■ometliing about hei : who is defending her, and so on." 

His first BurmiBe was correct ; no one oonld see the 
prisoner without a permit, and then only at the regula- 
tion hour. They might also have failed in finding out 
mudi about her, had it not been for the fact that Douglas 
had left special orders that any one inquiring at the 
prison for his cJient should be sent straight on to him. 
To Denton Street, therefore, Ted and Cynthia hurried, 
taking a taxi all the way this time. Because of their 
nearness to each other, and aloofness from the rest 
of the world, they bad to wage fierce war against their 
instinctiTe desires. "I love you," clamoured for 
utterance on their lips, and conveisation was impossi- 
ble under the rarcumstances. They eat stif&y erect 
and stared out of their respective windows. 

Ted decided on their arrival that Cynthia should go in 
by hersell He did not really know anything of Elsie, and 
it would be better to confine the interview, he thou^t, 
to those who did. He would hang about outside and 
wait for hei. 

Douglas rose to greet Cynthia from behind a table 
littered with a profusion of papers, a great many of 
which had escaped on to the floor. 

" Ton wish to see me in reference to Miss Hart I " 
he asked. His eyes, keen and curious, were taking in 
Cynthia's appearance, even to the minateet details^ 



NGooglf 



S78 Blind Eyes 

sQch ^aa how she won bei gjoves and ehoea. Here 
wsa a g^I, diffeiest fiom the leat of Elsie's so-called 
woman frieadB, he knew at once, who came from the 
clans to which Hllsie heiseli miut have belonged at one 
time. His photograph scheme had done some good, then. 

" Won't you ait down ? " he went on, pushing forward a 
chair for Cynthia ; " then we can talk in comfort. It is 
the photograph that has brought yon, isn't it 1 " He 
turned to hia table and shifted the papers aboot, extract- 
ing finally a photograph which he handed to Cynthia. 
" That is the original, probably more recognizable than the 
reprodactionB,thoagh on the whole they were not bad." 

Cynthia&atstaringatthepicturedface. Shehadknown 
before that it was SUsie's phott^raph in the papra^, bat 
this somehow bronght it nearer, more home to her. Elsie 
had always refused to part with this youthful portrait 
of herself, becanae, so she had langhingly explained, it 
made her realize what she might have been if abo had 
stayed good. And it waa tme ; the photographer had 
cat^ht her at a moment when all her nature had been 
alive with an eagemesa to do well and greatly in the 
world. 

Douglas watched Cynthia studying it. "Does it 
strike yoa how vividly eager she must have been in those 
days 1 " he asked. " I can see by youi face that yoa 
know the picture well." 

Cynthia Uid the picture dbwn and looked up at him. 
" It is Elsie," she explained simply ; " that doesn't 
tell yoa much, does it t She waa my one girl friend ; we 
ehared a flat together until— ontil " 
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" Until — '" prompted Douglas ; ha dzew his oliair a littlft 
neamlian, "Will 70a tell me all yoQ know} Itmajrhelp 
me to deal up the muddled mare that liea all louid mj 
knowledge of hei. I want to help hei, I am aa oertais 
that she did not mnider this man as I am certain of my- 
self. Yet she won't deny it, won't in any sort of way 
defend herself. I haven't a ghost of a notion what her idea 
ia. First, she is shieldmg some one else— that goes with- 
out saying — and secondly, I rather betieve she hopes it 
may aid in hanging." He leaned forward and took the 
picture back from Cynthia. " She gives me the im- 
pression that she mmld be glad to be finished with 
life," he said, and put it back face downwards on thft 
table. 

" And if we can't get her to own to being innocent," 
asked Cynthia, her face had gone white, " will they hang 
her ? " 

Douglas laughed a little bitterly. " Qood Lord, no,'* 
he said. " There's the tragedy." 

Cynthia rose and came to stand near the table. " Yon 
are her friend," she said softly. " I am not afraid now 
to tell you Elsie's story. You will understand ; they say, 
don't they, that to know all is to pardon all. We irill 
stand by her together, shall we 1 " ehe held out her hand. 
" I failed Elsie once : yon may be sure I will never, never, 
fail her again." 

Douglas got to his feet too, and took her hands. " It 
is agreed," he said. " I want to do all I can to help her ; 
probably you, as a woman, will be able to do more. 
To-moirow I will get you a special permit to visit her ; 
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the case oomea on on Toesdaf. Now sit down again, and 
tell me all yoa know." 

" Tea," agreed G;fDthia ; "bat fiist there is someone 
waiting for me downstaiis. I must go and tell him not to 
bother, became I am staying longer than I thon^t X 
ehould." 

Vat that mattei Ted had qnite lesigoed himself to her 
prolonged absence, and, having pnichased a paper, had 
ensconced himseU on a aeat in the hall. Not that he waa 
paying much attention'to the printed matter; but at 
least it served aa an excuse for sitting there. 

He hiid it aside and stood up as (^thia came down the 
stairs. 

" Beady to go f " he asked. 

" Not yet," said Cynthia. " I came downstairs to 
ask you not to wait. He is so nice," she confided, her 
face flushing, her eyes earnest, " and he likes Elsie ; he is 
doing everything in his power to help her." She paused 
and glanced at Ted, whose face told her nothing of the 
conflict of emotion waging in his heart. 

" I suppose I may as well leave you, then," he agreed. 
" Tou know your way from here, don't you — we are just 
off Shaftesbury Avenue. For that matter, very likely Mr. 
Douglas will see you home," He turned and gathered 
up his paper in rather a crumpled mass. " If I can 
do any more to help you," he said stiffiy, " let me know, 
won't you ! " 

" But, Ted," Cynthia remonstrated, and unthinkingly 
she caught at his arm, " aren't you coming to see me ! 
Shan't we meet somewhere, this evening, to-morrow t " 
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" Unless I o&n really help yon," he answeied. " I 
would rather be left ont of it. I am immensely busy, you 
know, and " his eyes lefnsed to meet heis. 

" And when do you leave for — ^Australia 1 " asked 
Cynthia. 

" To-day fortnight," Ted answered. He turned away, 
apparently he was not going to take her hand to say 



Hot, burning teais scalded Cynthia's eyes and choked 
the words in her throat, but, aa Ted did not turn to look 
at her, he was nnaware of thia. He only heard her torn 
and walk slowly up the Bt^is again, and with his heart 
heavy within him, he went out into the street. Not to 
go home, that was impossible : he hung about the place 
for another hoar and a half, till he saw Cynthia come out 
and step into a taxi. She was escorted only as far as the 
door— that was some small consolation to Ted— by a man, 
with a brisk manner and a clear-cut, clean-shaTen face. - 
They parted very good friends ; Ted could hear the man 
saying, " I hope so," as the taxi moved ofi. 

Mattie answered Cynthia's wire with a long, incoherent 
letter, consisting chiefly of "whys" and agitations 
generally. Why had Cynthia gone without seeing Cap- 
tain Hudson { Why had she not waited until the next 
day, when they could all have gone to town together 1 
Why had she, at least, not taken Jimmie with her 1 
Was she all right 1 Could Mattie come up the very next 
day and stay somewhere in the neighboorhood 1 

Not that Mattie was angry : she was afraid. Afraid 
of what the old sunoundings, t^e old atmosphere and 
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ciiomiutances, tnight do to upset Cjnthia'a attitudft 
of oalnmeBS. Uattie had never been blind to the fact 
that Ted'a influence had atubbomly lefused to fade from 
hei sister's mind. She knew that Cynthia was not 
radiantly happy in her nev engagement. But Mattifl 
irea building ail her hopes on the power of Time to vipe 
out even the deepest impression bom the human heart, 
OD the steiling worth of Balph Hudson himself, on what 
home life, a husband, and probably children, would do to 
reconcile Cynthia to her path in life. And all these hopes 
were in dangei of destruotion, so Mattie thought, by 
this new more of Cynthia's. Not a word of such feais, 
however, did she breathe to either Jinunie or Captain 
Hudson. 

The latter was philosophically calm on the subject 
of Cynthia's abrupt departure. Why should she not 
go and stay with a fanny old lady friend in London, if 
she felt inclined 1 He wrote duly placid, bulky letters, 
that it is to be feared Cynthia never even read ; and her 
absence in no way disturbed the tcmor of his life, his 
meals, his duties oi his games. 

Cynthia was firm on the question of being left alone. 
" I don't want any one, honestly," she wrote Mattie ; 
" in three days everything will be over and I shall come 
back. At present I can't think of any one or anything 
but Elsie." Which remark it may be noted was not 
strictly true. " She is so wonderful, Mattie, and so 
changed. I believe she likes to know I am near her." 

And poor, agitated Mattie had perforce to be content 
with that. 
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CHAPTER -XTTn 

SUIX FINDS A WAT OUT 

ELSIE'S case occupied the Coozt only one short day. 
Then was very little evidence to be pnt focwan) 
on either side. The giil claimed to be giulty, almost as 
if it were a tritimphaiit right ; what use in disoussiog 
the why and wherefore of a case in the face of that ! Still 
there was a certain number of facts to be placed before' 
the jury, and from the first the sympathy of the public 
had been on the side of the accused. They were anxioua 
to bear all that could be said in her favour. 

The murdered man had led a notoriously evil life. The 
doctor's evidence at the inquest went to prove that ho 
. must have been drunk at the time of His death — he had 
certainly been drinking hard for months beforehand. 
Apparently he had left not a soul behind him to regret 
his going. 

One witness was called for the prosecution : a tal) 
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good-looking ^1, with coarse, bold teatnrea and wido 
hips. Slid had been with tbo dead man, she said, on th« 
afternoon of the muider. He had been fuddled •mth 
diink and exoeesively qoarretBome, but he had stated 
between bonta of violence against hei that ahe vas tbo 
only gjoi he loved, and that he intended to give some 
other damned fool, who expected him to many hei, th« 
go-by. She had never seen the woman he referred to, 
because she was a new friend of Ducrant's, bat sh« 
asBumed ber to be the prisoner in the dock. She had 
left the flat at 7 o'olook that evening, and she knew then 
that Johnnie was expecting this same woman whom he 
proposed to do in. 

" He called her Claiie," she mmtioned, " or some- 
thing like that ; bat he was always one for toigetting 
names, and never sober long emongh to know a horse from 
a cow." 

Jamee Donglas winced at the insinuatioD. Elue 
listened to it all, her face inscratable, sitting stLS and 
atraight in the chair which had been provided for hei use 
in the dock. 

Then the oonnsel for the defence rose to make hia 
apeech, a passitmate, eloquent appeal. The prisoner's 
sex and yonth, the record of the man she dealt with, the 
, hombleness of his life. It was a good speech because it 
<»me straight from the man's heart, and something more 
than Douglas' clear brain and clever insight into the 
ments or dements of a case lay behind its eloquence. 
The court was very silent while he spoke ; from every- 
where in the building one could hear the people breathing ; 
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then, aoddenly, in some far oomer, a woman scteamed 
and burst into h3rBterical sobbing, cauaing some oommo- 
tioQ se she waa carried from the ooort. Then the Jndge 
rose, brief and restrained in his smnming np. He 
complimented the oonnsel for the defence on his speech, 
touched lightlj on the meagre flvidence of the case, and 
on the prisoner's plea of " Qnilty." 

"We are not here," he said finallj, addieesingthe 
jury, " to judge whether this man did, or did not, deserve 
death, bat to decide whether this woman killed him 
deliberately, as she herself would have ns believe, oz 
unwillingly, acting in a moment of wild self-preeervation 
against a man, who was to all intents and purposes 
mad." 

!Ehe jury retired for ten minutes. James Donglas 
left his seat and came across to Cynthia. 

" I have done what I can," he said. She noticed how 
tired and flat his voice seemed. 

Then a stir in the Court announced the return of the 
jniy and Cynthia rose blindly, dntdiing at Douglas' 
arm, her heart in her mouth. 

" Guilty, my lord ; but we strongly recommend the 
prisoner to mercy." 

The female warder in the dock with Elsie nudged her 
to stand up, and the girl rose ; her face betrayed not th* 
slightest interest or excitement. She stood limply, head 
bowed, hands resting on the rail in front of her. 

Cynthia did not follow the judge's speecdi ; she heard 
his voice as in a dream, her eyes blinded with tears and 
fixed on Elsie. 
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Elsie had lifted her head, foi the fiist time since the 
opening of the proceedings she seemed to be listening to 
what was going on round her. When the judge stopped 
speaking she was staring at him with horror written on 
her face and in her eyes. 

" Does that mean you aren't going to hang me, then t" 
she asked, her voice onrioosly sharp with fear. " Oh, 

please, please " She threw out her hands, swaying a 

' little where she stood ; then, before the woman standing 
At her side oould catch her, she fell, crumpled up, it 
seemed, in a heap within the cramped space of the 
dock. 

A wave of sympathy went through the court. " Poor 
thing, she has fainted I " <»ie woman in the crowd voiced 
the feeling. Douglas sprang forward, but cot in time 
to oB.tx any assistance ; already two warders had lifted 
the body and were carrying it from the court. It was 
no unusual thing ioj women prisoners to faint ; the wave 
of sympathy passed, and there was a general stir and 
movement as the court (beared. 

Not till an hour afterwards did Cynthia know definite- 
ly that Elsie had after all found a way out. From the 
first she had been afraid. She had felt it to be death, 
that limp, sagging body that the warders had hurried 
past with. When other people had talked of fainting, 
hei own heart had risen up instinctively to contradict 
them. 

" Elsie is dead," she had said to Douglas when he came 
back to her; " somehow, I know she is." 

Then certainty had vanished as she and Douglas 
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waited in the prisooen' viaiting-room oS the court to 
hear the doctor's report, and she swayed between hope 
aod fear every time the door opened. After half an 
hour Douglas was fetched by one of the attendants. " I 
will comeback aa soon as I can," hesaid in going, and 
after that Cynthia waited by herself. 

Ted had been in the court, she remembered ; she wished 
he had come over and spoken to her : she had seen no- 
thing of him since Saturday. Somehow, she wanted Ted 
and Ted's sympathy mors than anything else in the world. 
What a terrible room this was she was waiting in, with 
the blank severity of its walls, the dingy drabness of itq 
one unoortained window, its long deal table, its wooden 
ohaiia. Would Elsie have to live for three years shut 
away in some prison even more desolate than this f 
And Elsie bad wanted death so desperately ; Cynthia 
had not realized how desperately until she had 
heard the passionate appeal in Elsie's voice as she faced 
the judge. How horrible life was sometimes I How tan- 
gled and twisted the threads became I Ted, why was 
Ted treating her like this, pushing her oatside his life, 
ignoring her need of him 1 Had he stopped loving her, 
could that be the reason ! Ted, where was Ted now t — ' 
she did want Ted at this moment. 

Yesterday she and Elsie had been talking about their 
life together, about the flat, about Elsie's illness and of 
ber days after she had left Cynthia. Elsie had not cried 
in the telling, for all the tears in hei heart had dried up 
years ago. One passionate longing kept her eyes quiet 
and steadfast. She wanted death. She did not evea 
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z^iret very much. She clung tenacioiiBlj to the memoiy 
of hfli one bzief dream. 

" I have knowD love," she said to Cynthia ; " after 
all, that is what I did ask from life. It doesn't count that 
he did not love me : besides, he did, I know he did, if 
only joBt foi a little. I didn't ask for a love that would 
last, did I ! It is only this last bit of my life that has 
been so hopelessly messed and tangled, and that has 
been my own stupid fault." A lathei atifi smile had 
stirred on hei face. "^Anyway, I escaped ofiEce, didn't 
I!" 

" But now forget all that," begged Cynthia. " When 
this oaae is over, when you come out of " — she gulped 
A little over the word — " prison, there will be no need 
for you to go back to that awful life, BIsie ; there is 
another " 

Elsie interrupted her, laying a hand for one second on 
hers. " You have guessed that, liave yoa t " she asked. 
" You were always great at spotting romances. West." 
She rose and moved over to the one small window, turn- 
ing to face Cynthia. " Keep it a secret between ns," 
Ae said. " Perhaps, I can own to you, that the know- 
ledge of his liking has helped me more than a little 
through this time. Bat do you think I can take what 
he wants to give me, take it and drag it down to my 
level I " ^i hands clenched at her sides, she turned 
away, her eyes on the scrap of sky she could see through 
the window. "It makes me a hundred times more 
anxious to die," she whispered to herself. 

Then she had oome back to Cynthia and sat dowu 
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i^ain. "Love is the 011I7 thing worth having in this 
world, West," ahe said. " Oh, don't think my words 
are not worth anything jnst because my life has been sach 
a failure. And by Love, I don't mean that yoa should 
just take what some man holda out to you, I mean that 
70a yourself, should give, and give, and give. And 
when once yoa youiself have loved snffidently to give, 
the mockeiy of anything else will be cleai to yoa. Don't 
make a big mistake. West ; don't take the mockery in 
prefcoraice to the leal, becaose it seems to yoa safer and 
wiser ; nothing else that yon may find in life will make ap 
to yoa for having lost love." 

Ab Cynthia was leoalling this interview, the door 
opened for the hundredth time and she looked np 
eagerly, James Douglas and another man, a short, 
fat, podgy, gentleman, with a red face and round> 
rimmed glasses, oame in together. Douglas' face was 
white and set, she noticed first of all ; the other man 
seemed a little perturbed and agitated about something. 
He kept taking off his glasses and rubbing them vigor- 
ously. 

Cynthia stood np ; knowledge had come back to her 
in a flash. " Yoa need not tell me," she sfud : " I know ; 
Elsie is dead." 

The red-faced man nodded. " Very unfortunate," 
he ejaculated, breathing heavily on his glasses. Douglas 
had turned away and was staring out of the window. 
" She mast have been tremendously strung ap — weak 
heart — snap it went at the critical momoit. Host unfoi* 
tunate." He polished his glosses andresettled them on 
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his noBfl. " Our friend there " — he nodded towatds 
Douglas — " is a little upset. Quite natural, he defended 
her case magnificently. Poor girl, poor ^1 1 " His 
flow of conversation stopped, and he blinked at Cynthia 
from behind his glasses. 

She ignored his vague sympathy, and oioaaed the room 
to Douglas. " Shall we go home t " she asked, laying hei 
hand for a ounute on his. " There is nothing more for 
as to do, is there 1 " 

The man swung round. " Don't you want to see her t " 
he asked, his vmce bitter. " There is notluog about her 
now that makes her different from any other woman, 
except that she is dead. And she is smiling, content, 
quiet ; she was glad to die." 

" I know," answered Cynthia softly, " but I would 
rather go straight away, if you will take me." 

" Very wise of yon," whispered the fat doctor sa he 
followed them outside, " taking him away. Poor 
fellow, be is much upset, and there is really nothing more 
for him or any one else to do." 

In the cab driving home Cynthia turned to Douglas 
again. 

" I wonder if you will understand me," ahe said, 
" when I tell you that I, too, am glad Elsie is dead. 
She wanted it bo passionately. Did you realize how 
much she wanted iti " 

" Why, in God's name, why ! " the man asked. He 
sat forward in his seat, bis face away from heis, frown- 
ing out of the window. " It was only three years ; she 
would have got through that. " I " — his voice was 
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faoaiw and Bttained — " I hoped to do so much foi her." 

Cynthia sat with hei handa clasped on her knees star- 
ing in front of her. " I know," she aziawered pieseatly. 
" You loved her." She paused a moment, and the man 
beside her moved restlessly. " And yet," she went on, 
" you could not have helped hei really. Elsie spoke to 
me about it yesterday. Oh, don't think she did not value 
youi love ; it was only that she herself had nothing left 
to give. ' He knows all sbont me,' she said to me, ' and 
yet he cares. It makes me a hundred times more anxious 
to die. If I lived, in time I should see his love dianging 
to distrust and contempt. I cannot wipe out all my life 
up till now ; he will never be able to forget it. In time 
he would be ashamed to have loved a thing like me *." 

" ^e did not understand what love is," Don^^ 
answered. " I would have taught her." 

" Yon could not have married her/' whispered Cyn- 
thia ; " the world would not have let you do tiist." 

" Neither God, nor man, should have stopped me," he 
answered. 

But Cynthia, sitting back in the shadows, shook her 
head gently ; she and Elsie had known better than that. 

Elsie's body lay waiting burial for three days in the 
mortnaiy of the prison, where she had been lodged before 
her trial. No one came to claim her and in the end the 
funeral expenses were defrayed by Douglas. Was the 
old father dead, Cynt^hia wondered, or was the village 
life, that Elsie had so often laughed at, soffioiently with- 
drawn from the world for this case and its much 
reported ending not to have reached it. There was no 



nGoo^L' 



S02 BUnd Eyes 

kc^E of viutotB, however, to the lai^, ban loom with 
its wUto-waehed walls and wide open window fronting 
the prison giaveT&id. All Uis. UuxNab's hoosebold 
brought their dotal tributes — Mrs. UacNab herself con- 
tribatang a marrelloiifl erection of white lilies, inter- 
mingled with pink loses and a touch of heather. These, 
ftfter the last vimt had been pud, Douglas had placed 
in a heap in the farthest comer of the room. Elsie 
would have hated them, he felt sure. Only CyntMa'a 
gift, a email, sweet-scented bunch of violets, he left Ijdng 
as Cynthia had placed them, between the loosely oUsped 
hands. 

That was all the good-bye he could say to this woman 
whom he had loved. He had to go back to his work in 
the world after that, to crash down in hia heart all the 
dreams and hopes and plans that had been working 
together in his brain almost since that first evemng, when 
he had seen Elsie standing before him, with her frank, 
indifioent eyes, and the bloodstains on her dress. "Esx 
face haunted him through the nights, the eyes closed, the 
lips half smiling, as though she had won to her heart's 
desire ; and that she. had not even thought of him in 
going was somewhat of a bitter memory to face the days 
with. 

" Now, more than ever, I want to die," Elsie hod said to 
Cynthia. In the soreness of his heart Douglas forgot that. 
For Elsie had known — she had perhaps learnt the lesson 
in a somewhat relentless school — that no wiping oat 
of the past is possible. 
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" Hibm an M naught j to-moirow Ss wiU judges 
Oi after many days." 

Let the judgment fall on Iier alone : tMt had been her 
•nBWfli to his love. If she had lived, could she have had 
the eoaxa^'O to keep Douglas and all that he offered her 
ont <^ ber life ! And if he came into it, sooner or later, 
would not the punishment for her transgression fall on 
him toot So she had prayed for death and found it. She 
oonld afford to smile ; and it added no bitterness to her 
zest that she had been able to save him, even from 

h jfnafllf , 



N Google 



CHAPTEK XXIV 



CTNTHIA wrote to Ted tiie next day Mldng bim 
to oome and see hei. It would be hei last 
chance, Blie realized, of saying all that had really been 
in hex heart to say from the moment that she had 
made up hei mind to come back ; but she was still a 
little ondedded as to which course to take. Perhaps 
Ted could have helped her in her decision. If he had 
argued his own case, pleaded his k>Te lot hex, shown 
her by the slightest indication that his decdie for her 
was as great and compelling as it had ever been, pTnthia 
would undoubtedly have given in to him. She had 
come to London half convinced in her own mind that 
Fate was too strong for her, and it was throwing her 
into Ted's life again. She had neithn the strength 
nor the demre to hold back from it, and if he had held 
oat his arms she would have run into them at their first 
meeting. But Ted had been seemingly indiSorent ; 
his attitade towards her had, as it were, thrown Cynthia 
back upon her own resonrces. Once more the hands 
of doubt and uncertainty were pulling her now this 
way, now that. All Mattie's wise arguments and tactful 
inferences were remembered in turn. Would marriage 
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vith Ted mean all that Mattie had undonbtedly thought 
and hinted it would mean 7 Waa ahe brave enough 
even to face the unpleasant difficulties that must lie 
in hei path should she decide at this last moment to 
altei her plans and anongemeuts t What would Jimmie 
say ? How would Mattie meet hei, sappoedng she was 
to go to them now and say — " List^i, I have made a 
mistt^e, and I cannot many Captain Hudson. I don't 
love him, Nothii^ counts but love ; I love Ted " t 
Had she courage to stand np before her world and say 
" I love Ted " T Hei own heart was so sure, and yet 
she needed hii help before she could find the necessary 
courage. Heis was not tfas sort of character, as .she 
had once etai to him, that could face troubles alone and 
fight them down. InstmctiTely she wanted bis will to 
stand beside her and push her through. 

So finally, since he would not come to her unasked, 
she wrote Ted, and his answer was oharscteristio 
and i^sappointing. Undoubtedly he too had had his 
battle to fight, and he was perhaps a little tired of the 
strugg^. 

" Dear Cynthia," he wrote stiffly, " I have just had 
your letter asking me to call and see you to say ' good- 
bye ' before yon go back to Plymouth. The last time 
I saw yon I said that if ever there was anything that 
I could do to help you, you were to write to me and I 
would do it. That is still tme, but apparently yoni 
demie to see me this time is merely to say good-bye, and, 
dear," — some of the stiff lestnunt gave way here — "I 
can't do it. That is the truth. If I came, if I saw you 
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again and held 7001 haLods, the wall wliioli I have bailt 
ap between us would cnunbld away, and out of very 
pity iat me 70a would probably yield. And I have 
no use for pity, Cynthia. If yon loved me I don't 
think I ahould be afiaid to persuade yon to ffve ap 
tiling and come away with me. I haven't much 
to offer: nothing that could compare with the life 
I ahould be asUng you to leave ; but if yon loved me, 
the other things wonld count fra very littie. As it is, 
pity won't help me and will only hart yon, so it is best 
to leave things as they are, isn't it T Good-bye, deai, 
and may you be very happy. Yonia ever, Ted." 
For two days Cynthia carried that letter about with 
her, and every day the wheel of thought started in the 
same place and went round and round in her head. 
She shed a great many tears during that tdme as incident- 
ally she was of the opinion that Ted was being very 
unkind to her. She had planned secretly, perhaps 
unknown even to herself, that Ted should act as a 
shield between her and Uattie and Captain Hudson. 
He was to have dons the explaining, the talking, the 
dedi^bg for her. Now Ted stood aside, and Mattie 
wrote duly urging her to come back. Captain Hudson 
«ven talked of coming to fetch her, but Cynthia had 
written hastily pleading for two more days ; she most 
stay in town, she told Mattie, until after Elsie had been 
buried, and she wanted that time aD to herself. Mattie 
explained that to Balph Hudson as best she could ; what 
her own heart thought on the matter renuons to be seen. 
On the third day Elsie was buried. Miss Powell would 
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have gone with Cyothu to the fuoeial, foi, as she 
pointed oat, aD the bitter feelings she had ever felt 
towards Elde had lon^ since been forgotten, bat, 
as it happened, she had had to leave town the day 
bdore to see to a sick relative in tibe oountiy, and Cynthia 
went alone. It renuuned as a blurred memoiy of misery 
in her mind ; the slow heavy voice of the clergyman, 
the drizzle of nun, the drab black of the ondertaker's 
men as they moved about getting ready to lower the 
coffin. Then Douglas stepped forward to let fall the 
first clods of earth on to the coffin, and Cjmthia realized 
Uiat the clergyman was saying sometbing about " Dust 
to dust, earth to earth." Was that the end of Elsie's 
story, she wondered vaguely, Elsie who had bees so 
hot and eager for life and for everything that life could 
hoag her. She was haunted with a. vision of Elme 
lying cold and still under the pressure of the wet earth, 
and she had to bite her hps to hold back the cry of 
revolt that rose to them. There is something terrify- 
ing in this hiding away of a thing we have loved under 
the earth ; it makes death seem so irrevocable, so 
terribly rel^itleea. 

Wbb Powell's fiat was in darkness when Cynthia 
came back to it, and she had evidently not yet letumed. 
A sense of loneliness added to Cynthia's feeling of de- 
pression; yet in a way she was glad of the soUtude, 
For the last time to-night she must face her problem 
and decide what course to take. 'Bet bag, pacJced 
and ready by the door, brought to mind tiie fact that 
that monung she had decided in favour of going back 
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to PlytQontli, bat^ to Mattie and tihe piepaiatioiis 
for her wedding, back to Balph and makiiig the best 
of things BO that other people shoald not 8Ti£er for het 
mistake. Hei conscieiice had been a little uneasy about 
Kalph ; she had lulled it with the aasuraiice that she 
was taking the best and wis^ couise. And yet, what 
had Elsie said T — " The mockery ol anything else will 
be dear to yoo." What right had she to ofiei the 
pretence to Balph in exchange for his realities T With 
a ugh of abaolate weariness — since that started the 
ronnd of a^omenta all over again — she sat down ou 
the bed. A small and feeble fire jnst blinked at her 
fiom among the ashes. Mis. Thomas, Cynthia reman- 
bered dejectedly, always reqiured four sheets of the 
DaHy Telegr(^ to make a fire bum up, and on this 
occafflon the very quantity of paper used had mode 
it impossible for any Same to hve. 

It was all very dreary, very desolate. An odd fancy 
came to her that her life was just like that fire : to-moirow, 
when she went back, the last pathetic effort at a glow 
would be pat oat by one more enveloping fold of ashes — 
ashes of dead hopes, dead dreams, dead good intentions. 
If only Ted had been willing to help her, if he had lifted 
a hand, or kept his eyes on her to guide her to him thiongh 
the maze of misunderstanding and mistake that was 
closing in all round hei, there would have been a flame 
in her heart to-night, which would have been sufficient 
to warm all her life. Ted, where was Ted t what was he 
doing ! How had he dealt with his fire ; could he get 
any comfort from the oold, dead ashes t 
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To-monow, she waa to go home. Restless and iiiihapp7, 
she rose and moved aboat the loom ; supper was an im- 
poesibility, she had no heart to eat. There was Bom» 
letters for her on (he mantelpiece ; she had not noticed 
them before, hat now she moved across and picked them 
up. The top one was from Ralph, the round, rather 
boyid hand sprawled across the envelope. Well, there 
was no need to read that ; to-morrow she would be home ; 
he could tell her all he had to say, probably it was only 
just what all his othem had been. With a fantastia 
sense of humour, she stooped and dropped it, fat envelope 
and all, on to the tiny flickering flame. It was typical 
and just that his should he the last weight to smother 
her fire from life altogether. Then she picked up Uattie'a 
letter and opened it. 

" Dear," Mattie had written, " you are oomii^ back 
to-morrow, and that is why, to-night, as I write you, I 
am trying to screw up my courage to tell you something 
that has been in my heart these many days. Have you 
thought, Iwonder, that I am absolutely blind. Did yon 
imagine that I did not know your secret 1 Oh, dear 
little sister, you have grown very far fibm me in tiie last 
few years, bat not so far that I have not been able to 
understand you. I have tried to be blind — ^you most 
not blame me for that — because I have known which 
path in life would be the happiest for you, and I hav» 
prayed and dreamt and hoped, that in time yoa too 
would come to the knowledge of that. But, this is what 
I want to write in this letter, don't think to please me by 
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«anymg ont a bargain wliicb yonz Keart Kaa never 
«ntered into. Let your he&it dictate to you, Cynthia. I, 
now as always, want only tliat yoa slioald be happy. Do 
yoQ think I shall not have the cooiage to stand aside and 
he glad foi yon, even though you win happinesB on a road 
not of my choosing 1 Oh, my dear, dear one, ii yoa live 
to be a mother, some day yon will nnderstand." 

The tiny flame in the grate had gathered heart ; it 
threw Tip small points of flame that licked and curled 
lonnd the fat letter which had been deposited on it. 
*' There is life in me yet, it seemed to besaying ; jnst 
watch how strong I am to bnm this up ; ont <^ these 
aehes I may still build a fire and come to my own." 

But Cynthia's eyes did not notice the fire ; the hot 
tears had flooded ovet and were splashing one by one 
on to Mattie's letter as it lay on her lap. Even hen 
flhe had failed, then, since Hattie had not been hood- 
winked into thinkit^; her happy. 

A flmiied knock at Ike door and Mm. Thomas's 
nntidy head thrust throogh the opening made her blink 
Jiack the tears quickly and struggle to her feet. 

"Want any letters posted, miss; thought as Low 
1 iTOuld look in on yon and just see ; shdl be passing 
-the post on my way home. My I look what's taken 
your fire, never thought whem I lit it it would bum up 
.80 well ; drew that badly this evening." 

A audden deciaon had oome to Cynthia during this 
lambled speech. She moved quickly over to the 
•writing-table and dropped to hei knees before it. 



jnGi.)0'^Ic 



Blind Eyes 30] 

" Will 70U vrait a minate, Mis, Thomas, while I write 
a note t I would like it to catch this last post." 

" Sue and I will," agreed the lady ae she opened the 
dooi wider and Btambled ovei Cynthia's bag on her 
way in. "Theie," she ejaculated with a heavy ugh, 
"I had forgotten you would be going to-morrow. 
The flats don't seem the same, miss, now ^>u and Miss 
Hart have left. Theie ain't no life about the place. 
Mi. Short, he often says to me as how he misses you, and 
I am Buie we all does." 

" It is veiy nice of you to say so,** answered Cynthia. 
Her letter was finished; it had not taken her long to 
write Something in the wording of it had brought tha 
oolonr flaming to her bee and her eyes were shining not 
altogether with teais. "Mrs. Thomas," she confided, 
" you have always been so nice to me tliat I'll tell you 
my secret before any one else hears it. I am not going 
away to-moirow after all ; 1 am going to stay on just 
for a httle while, and then I am going to be married ; 
I have just made up my mind." 

"Lord, save ns, Miffl," remonstrated a bewildered 
Mis. Thomas, " I thought as how you were engaged some 
long time ago ; Miss Powell told me something abont it." 

Cynthia nodded, then she tiptoed gravely across 
and held out the envelope she had just addressed. "I 
know," she agreed, " but that is my secret ; it i« 
somebody quite difEerent I am really going to marry, 
and t^t is ^e letter telling him about it. You see," 
she paused a moment, the tip of the envelope resting 
agwnst her lipa, " I have found out that the very 
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inside heart of me loves liim, Mra. Thomas, and Hhece is 
CO use pretending any more that I don't." 

" Lord have meicy upon ns," ejaculated Mis. Thomas, 
£s she stietched ont a leveient if grimy hand for the 
letter. "Love does make ns women do some auda- 
<aous things, that's certain suie." 

"Yes, doesn't it? "t^teed Cynthia, She looked beyond 
Mia. Thomas to wheie die fixe, new life awake in its 
heart, was bhudng away cheeifuUy, and her eyes giew 
veiy soft and wonderful as she looked. "Love gives 
VB courage and strength and wisdom," she whispered, 
" and— yes," she nodded her head, a httle smile creep- 
ing round the oomen of hei month, " I suppose it does 
make us auda^ons. Mis. Thomas." 

" Yon are suie as how it is all right to post it T *' 
asked Mis. Thomas as an afterthought from the door. 
She was stiU holding the letter as if it were some price- 
less and bieakable piece of china. 

" Quite, quite sure," laughed Cynthia. She waa 
down on hei knees on the hearthrug and, like the flame 
in the fire, the hope in her heart had leapt to life again. 
It was filling her body with a strange delicious intoxica- 
tion and a sense of victory, since the fight was over and 
she had reached at last to her heart's desire. 

Mrs. Thomas practically tiptoed from the room, 
shutting the door softly behind her. She had a feeling 
that she had a most important mission to fulfil, and she 
carried Cynthia's letter clasped to hei heart. Perhaps 
the very feel of it brought back to her the days when 
Tom had been courting her and when love had made 
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her do all the adnuiable and foolish things she had had 
tmch l^sme to repent ever cdnce. Most love stories 
begin the same way and end fat otherwise than we have 
planned. 

Bat none of these harsh facts coald toach Cynthia. 
In time the fire died out and the shadows gained 
diill possession of the room. Bat of this she was 
anawaie; her heart had found its kingdom, and the 
wonder and gloiy of it shone oat before her eyes. 
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